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AS   IN   A    MIRROR. 


^1  M 


"  A  few  that  will  last  to  all  eternity." 

Fletcher's  eyes  had  followed  his  friend's,  and 
were  resting  on  the  pictured  face  of  Truth,  their 
old  subject  for  discussion  and  disagreement. 

"  Did  you  convince  yourself  of  the  folly  of  find- 
insx  such  a  face  as  that  in  flesh  and  blood  ?  "  he 
asked  whimsically,  simply  for  the  sake  of  recalling 
old  times. 

"  Especially  the  eyes,"  he  continued,  as  his 
friend  was  evidentl}-  not  ready  to  answer.  "■  They 
seem  to  look  through  one.  I  am  glad  there  are 
none  such  in  real  life ;  they  would  make  one  see 
his  own  shortcomings,  as  a  fine  mirror  does." 

Stuart  Kino-  wheeled  around  in  his  chair  to  look 
full  i.pon  his  friend. 

''  Fletcher,"  he  said  earnestly,  "  there  are  such 
eyes ;  they  belong  to  people  who  do  remind  one  of 
his  mistakes  and  failures,  but  who  at  the  same  time 
lift  him  up  to  a  higher  })lane.  Fll  tell  you  some- 
thing, in  confidence  ;  the  woman  who  becomes  my 
wife,  if  there  is  to  l)e  a  Avife  for  me  in  this  world, 
will  have  eyes  much  like  those." 


THE    EXD. 


lid's,  and 
ith,  their 
nt. 

y  of  fiiid- 

3od?"  he 

recalling 

1,  as  his 
.  '^They 
there  are 
B  one  see 
es." 
ir  to  look 

are  such 
nd  one  of 
^ame  time 
^ou  some- 
L'onies  n)y 
lis  world, 


CANADIAN  C0PYR1CHT  SERIES  OF 

PANSY'S  STORIES. 

"Better  1)ookr  for  joxuag  people  cannot  l>e  found.*— TA«  Pr$tlnft*rian. 

Price,  70  Cents  each. 

AS  IN  A  MIRROR.    Illustrated.     MAKING  FATE.    Ills. 
WHAT  THEY  COULDN'T.    Illustrated.    OVERRULED.    His. 
ONLY  TEN  CENTS.    Freely  illustrated. 

WANTED.    Freely  illustrated. 

"Pansy's  writings  hayean  indiscribablB  charm  about  them,  and  fascinate  us  as 
no  other  fiction  has  power  to  do."— Sword  and  Trowel. 

STEPHEN  MITCHELL'S  JOURNEY.    Frontispiece. 

••  Has  all  the  graceful  simplicity,  earnest  purpose  and  practical  godliness  which 
so charact?:istic of  Mrs.  Aliens  writingH/'-rA^^^ 


are  so 


'  One  of  the  best  she  has  written."— TA«  Manchester  Examiner. 


?; 


TWENTY  MINUTES  LATE.    Frontispiece. 

"A  delightful  story.  Without  seeming  instructive,  the  story  teaches  leMons 
not  only  in  obedience,  kindness  and  self-denial,  but  in  common-sense  worldly 
wisdom. —rfc«  Literary  Wor'd. 

JOHN  REMINGTON,  MARTYR.  A  Sequel  to  "Aunt  Hannah, 
and  Martha  and  John."     Frontispiece. 

'•  This  is  without  exception,  the  best  temperance  story  we  have  read  for  a  long 
time  The  tea^hW  pronounced,  thoroughly  up  to  date,  clear  and  outspoken  on 
eVery  phase  of  the  question.'-r/M!  Wettem  Temperance  H  raid. 

HER  ASSOCIATE  MEMBERS.    Frontispiece. 

"  As  a  story  writer  we  consider  Pansy  to  be  a  specialist.  ^  Jo' e«nt!.«  •J.itT^lrf 
■acioiM  and  ffSceless.  each  and  »U.  here  is  a  bright  and  beautiful  book.  -Sword  and 

'rowel. 

MISS  DEE  DUNMORE  BRYANT.     Frontispiece. 

"We  hare  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  with  pach  new  vo'ume  Pansy  excels  her- 
self. We  trust  that  this  book  may  prove  a  delight  to  many  children.-Af«/K)<twt 
Recorder. 

"  A  pleasant  and  interesting  story,  cleverly  told.— H'orrtnflton  Guardtan. 

AUNT  HANNAH,  AND  MARTHA  AND  JOHN.    By  Pansy 
and  Mrs.  C.  M.  Livingstone. 

"  Both  cheap  and  good ;  .  .  .  written  wi'h  okill  and  ability  and  in  the  interest 
of  truth  and  righteousness. —Primiiit'f  Methodist  Ma/jaxine. 

"  A  ftrst-rate  story— amusing,  interesting,  pathetic— Cfcrwtian  Miscellany. 

JUDGE   BURNHAM'S   DAUGHTERS.     A  Sequel  to  "Ruth 
Erskine's  Crosses." 

"We  have  had  many  charming  stories  from  Pansy,  but  we  conrider  'Judge 
Burnham's  Daughters '  to  be  decidedly  her  masterpiece."- JVeircoatJe  VhronusU. 


EIGHTY-SEVEN :  A  Chautauqua  Story. 


•There  is  a  bracing  tone  about  the  book  which  seems  to  stir  one  up  to  make 
toMer  use  of  life's  opportunities."— London  Quarterly  Review. 


William  Briggs,  Publisher,  Toronto. 


CANADIAN    COPYRIGHT    EDITION    OF 
THE   POPULAR   STORIES    OF 

ANNIE  S.  SWAN 

►-■«♦>-« — — 

WYNDHAM'S  DAUGHTER lil.35 

THE  NE'ER-DO-WEEL 1.25 

A  STORMY  VOYAGER 1.25 

A  VICTORY  WON 1.25 

A  BITTER  DEBT.    A  Tale  of  the  Hlack  Country.        -       -       -       -  1.25 

THE  GATES  OF  EDEN.    A  Story  of  Kiidciivor.       -       .       .       .  i.oo 

ST.  VEDA'S;  or,  THE  PEARL  OF  ORR'S  HAVEN      -       -       -       -  1.00 

SHEILA 1l.«»0 

BRIAR  AND  PALM.    A  Study  of  t'ircunistances  and  InfluenccH.    -  1.00 

MAITLAND  OF  LAURIESTON 1.00 


AYRES  OF  STUDLEI6H l.OU 

WHO  SHALL  SERVE  ? 1.00 

THE  GUINEA  STAMP.    A  Tale  of  Modern  Glasgow,  -       -       -       -  1.00 

A  LOST  IDEAL 1.00 

ELIZABETH  GLEN,  M.B. 1.00 

MEMOIRS  OF  MARGARET  GRAINGER,  SCHOOLMISTRESS        -  1.00 

MRS.  KEITH  HAMILTON,  M.B. 1.00 


75  Cents. 

CARLOWRIE ;  or,  AMONG  LOTHIAN 

FOLK. 
ALDERSYDE.      A    Border  Story  of 

Seventy  Yoars  Ago. 

60   Cents. 

COURTSHIP  AND  MARRIAGE,  AND 
THE  GENTLE  ART  OF  HOME- 
MAKING. 

A  FOOLISH  MARRIAGE.  A  Story  of 
Edinburgh  Student -Life. 

50   Cents. 

A  VEXED  INHERITANCE. 

DORIS    CHEYNE.       A    Stor.\     of    a 

\.)l)k'    Life. 
HAZELL  &  SONS,  BREWERS. 
WRONGS  RIGHTED. 
TWICE  TRIED. 
SHADOWED  LIVES. 


WIIvLIAM 


50   Cents 

SECRET  PANEL. 

MISTAKEN,  &  MARION  FORS.'TH. 

THOMAS  DRYBURGH'S  DREAM,  & 
MISS  BAXTER'S  BEQUEST. 

SUNDERED  HEARTS. 

ROBERT  MARTIN'S  LESSON. 

ACROSS  HER  PATH. 

DOROTHEA  KIRKE;  or,  FREE  TO 
SERVE. 

A  DIVIDED  HOUSE :  A  STUDY  FROM 
LIFE. 

URSULA  VIVIAN,  THE  SISTER- 
MOTHER. 

A   BACHELOR   IN   f  IE    OF   A 

WIFE,  AND  ROO?  RCHAM'S 

WARD. 

35   Csnts. 

AIRLIE'S  MISSION. 
BONNIE  JEAN. 


29-33   Richmond  St. 


>iXi  v_rvjrv:3, 
Publisher, 
West     ....     TORONTO. 


N   OF 


AN 


jiices.    - 


-91.25 
1.25 

-  1.25 
1.25 

-  1.25 
1.00 

-  1.00 
l.OO 
1.00 
1.00 
l.OO 
1.00 
1.00 
l.OU 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 


ts 


ON  FORSiTH. 
rS  DREAM,  & 
BEQUEST. 

LESSON, 
or,  FREE  TO 
L  STUDY  FROM 
IHE    SISTER- 
IK    OF   A 
RCHAM'S 

ts. 


lONTO. 


s 


i      i 


i  : : 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST   CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No,  2) 


1.0 


1^  III  2.8 

lll» 

1^   l£ 

11^ 

Hi    Urn 

no          ^ 

2.0 

tUUu 

1.8 

^     /APPLIED  IIVHGE 


inc 


1653  East   Main  Street 

Rochester,   New  York        14609       USA 

(716)   482  -OJUO  -  Phone 

(716)   288-  5989  -  Fo» 


232 


pope's  poiais. 

High  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  structare  lay. 
Steep  its  ascent,  and  slipperv  was  the  way 
The  wondrous  rock  like  Parian  mafble  shone. 
And  seem  d,  to  distant  sight,  of  solid  stone. 
Inscriptions  here  of  various  names  I  view'd 
The  greater  part  by  hostile  Time  subdued:' 
let  wide  was  spread  their  fame  in  ages  past 
And  poets  once  had  promised  they  should  last 
borne  fresh  engraved  appear'd  of  wits  renown'd  • 
1  look  d  again,  nor  could  their  trace  be  found. 
Ontics  I  saw,  that  other  names  deface. 
And  fix  their  own,  with  labour,  in  their  place: 
1  heir  own,  like  others,  soon  their  place  resign'd. 
Or  disappear'd,  and  left  the  first  behind, 
^or  was  the  work  impair'd  by  storms  alone, 
mt  felt  the  approaches  of  too  warm  a  sun  • 
For  fame,  impatient  of  extremes,  decays    * 
Not  more  by  envy  than  excess  of  praise. 
Yet  part  no  injuries  of  heaven  could  feel. 
Like  crystal  faithful  to  the  graving  steel  : 
The  rock's  high  summit,  in  the  temple's  shade. 
jN  or  heat  could  melt,  nor  beuting  storm  invade, 
ineir  names  inscribed  unnumber'f!  ages  past 
From  Time's  fii-st  birth  with  Time  itself  shall  last: 
i  Lese  ever  new,  nor  subject  to  decays. 
Spread,  anu  grow  brighter  with  the  length  of  days. 

»o  Zerabla  s  rocks  (the  beauteous  work  of  frost) 
Kise  white  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coast : 
rale  suns,  unfelt,  at  distance  roll  away, 
And  on  the  impassive  ice  the  lightnings  play: 
Mcrnal  snows  the  growing  mass  supply, 
All!  tho  bright  mountains  prop  the  incumbent 
sky; 

As  Atlas  fix'd,  each  hoary  pile  appears, 
The  gather'd  winter  of  a  thousand  years. 
On  this  foundation  Fame's  high  temple  stands: 
Stupendous  pile  I  not  rear'd  by  mortal  hands. 
>J  hate  er  proud  Rome  or  artful  Greece  beheld. 
Or  elder  Babylon,  its  frame  excell'd. 

Four  faces  had  tho  dome,  and  every  face 
Of  various  structure,  but  of  equal  grace  : 
Four  brazen  gates,  on  columns  lilted  high. 
Salute  the  different  quarters  of  tho  sky. 
Here  fabled  chiefs  in  darker  ages  born, 
Or  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn. 

Who  nif.ioa  rniaud    n-  to...,..]  «  . i 

-    '"" • '!:>--t  a  iu-juauous  race, 

1  ne  walls  m  venerable  order  grace. 
Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown. 
And  legislators  seem  to  think  it  stone. 
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Westward  a  sumptuous  frontispiece  appear'd. 
On  Done  pillars  of  white  marble  rear-d. 
Crown  d  with  an  architrave  of  antique  mould. 
And  sculpture  rising  on  the  roughen'd  gold 
In  shaggy  spoils  here  Theseus  was  beheld 
And  Perseus  dreadful  with  Minerva's  shield  • 
Ihere  great  Alcides,  stooping  with  his  toil. 
Bests  on  his  club,  and  holds  the  Hesperian  spoil 
Here  Orpheus  sings;  trees  moving  to  the  sound 
btart  from  their  roots,  and  form  a  shade  around : 
Amphion  there  the  loud-creating  lyre 
Strikes,  and  beholds  a  sudden  Thebes  aspire  1 
Uthseron  s  echoes  answer  to  his  call. 
And  half  the  mountain  rolls  into  a  wall : 
Ihere  might  you  see  the  lengthening  spires  ascend. 
The  domes  swell  up,  and  widening  arches  bend! 
1  he  growing  towers,  like  exhalations  rise. 
And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  skica. 

Ihe  eastern  front  .vas  glorious  to  behold. 
With  diamond  flaming,  and  barbaric  gold. 

inH""*!,      "^^^'*"^''^"  'P'"*^'*^'^  *he  Assyrian  fame. 
And  the  great  founder  of  the  Persian  name : 
1  here  in  long  robes  the  royal  Magi  stand. 
Grave  Zoroaster  waves  the  circling  wand, 
1  he  sage  Chaldeans  robed  in  white  appear'd 
And  Brachmans  deep  in  desert  woods  revered. 

shadT  '"°°°'  """^  ""^^'^  *^®  unbodied 

To  midnight  banquets  in  the  glimmering  glades  • 
Made  visionary  fabrics  round  them  rise. 
And  airy  spectres  skim  before  their  eyes ; 
Vt  talismans  and  sigila  knew  the  power. 
And  careful  watch'd  the  planetary  hour. 
Superior,  and  alone,  Confucius  stood. 
Who  taught  that  useful  science-to  be  good. 

JJut  on  the  south,  a  long  miyestic  race 
UfJigypt  8  priests  the  gilded  niches  sr-^  je. 
Who  measured  earth,  described  the  starry  spheres 
And  traced  the  long  records  of  lunar  yeSs.  ^        ' 
«igh  on  his  car  Sesostris  struck  my  view. 
Whom  sceptred  slaves  in  golden  harness  drew. 
His  hands  a  bow  and  pointed  javelin  hold : 
ills  giant  imbs  are  arm'd  in  scales  of  gold 
^etween  the  statues  obelisks  were  placed. 

Of  Gothic  structure  was  the  norilfern  side. 
TherrS«  V""!"'  «>•"'»»«»*«  of  barbarous  pride : 
And  Runic  characters  were  graved  around 


233 


* 


234  pope's  poems. 

There  sat  Zamoliis*  with  erected  eyea. 
And  Odin  here  in  mimic  trances  diaa. 
There  on  rude  iron  columns,  stieftr'd  with  blood. 
The  horrid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  stood, 
Druids  and  bards,  (their  once  loud  harps  unstrung,) 
And  youths  that  died  to  be  by  poets  sung. 
These  and  a  thousand  more  of  doubtful  fame 
To  whom  old  fables  gave  a  lasting  name,       ' 
In  ranks  adorn 'd  the  temple's  outward  fa"?* 
The  wall  in  lustre  and  effect  like  glass,       ' 
Which  o'er  each  object  casting  various  dies, 
Enlarges  some,  and  other  multiplies : 
Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  mystic  wall. 
For  thus  romantic  Fame  increases  M. 

The  temple  shakes,  the  sounding  gates  unfold,     ' 
Wide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  gold  : 
Raised  ou  a  thousand  pillars,  wroathed  around 
With  laurel  foliage,  and  with  eagles  crown'd: 
Of  bright,  transparent  beryl  were  the  v;alls, 
The  friezes  gold,  and  gold  the  capitals : 
As  heaven  with  stars,  the  roof  with  jewels  glows, 
And  ever-living  lamps  depend  in  rows. 
Full  in  the  passage  of  eacn  spacious  gate, 
The  sage  historians  in  white  garments  wait; 
Graved  o'er  their  seats  the  form  of  Time  was  foimd 
Hjs  scythe  reveraed,  and  both  his  pinions  bound. 
Withm  stood  heroes,  who  through  Ijud  alarms 
In  bloody  fields  pursued  renown  in  arms, 
High  on  a  throne  with  trophies  charged,  I  view'd 
The  youth  that  all  things  but  himself  subdued  :t 
His  feet  on  sceptres  and  tiaras  trod. 
And  his  horn'd  head  belied  the  Libyan  god. 
There  Ceesar,  graced  with  both  Minervas,  shone,— 
Caesar,  the  world's  great  master,  and  his  own: 
Unmoved,  superior  still  in  every  sts* 
And  scarce  detested  in  his  country'; 
But  chief  were  those,  who  not  for  emp^.t  fought, 
But  with  their  toils  their  people's  safety   ought : 
High  o'er  the  rest  EpaminondaR  stood ; 
Timoleon,  glorious  in  his  brother's  blood  ;$ 
Bold  Scipio,  saviour  of  the  Roman  state; 
Qreai  in  his  triumphs,  iu  retirement  great; 

*  The  disciple  of  Pythagoras. 

f  Alexander  the  Great.    The  tiara  was  the  crown  peculiar  to  the  Asian 

was  conUnued  by  several  of  his  sucoessors.  ' 

t  Timoleon  had  saved  the  life  cf  hia  brother  Tlmopharies  in  the  battle 
l^SdVXSfr"'*^"'^'"*^"'  ^"^  afterwards Uedhhu^'w^r So 
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And  wise  Aurelius,  in  whose  well-taught  mind 
With  boundless  power  unbounded  virtue  joiii'd, 
His  own  Btiict  judge,  and  patron  of  mankind.  ' 

Much-suffering  heroes  next  their  honours  claim. 
Those  of  less  noisy  and  less  guilty  fame,— 
Fair  Virtue's  silent  train :  supreme  of  these 
Here  ever  shines  the  godlike  Socrates : 
He  whom  ungrateful  Athens*  could  expel. 
At  all  times  just,  but  when  he  sign'd  the  shell : 
Here  his  abode  the  martyr'd  Phocion  claims. 
With  Agis,  not  the  last  of  Spartan  names : 
Unconquer'd  Cato  shews  the  wound  he  tore, 
And  Brutus  his  ill  genius  meets  no  more. 
But  in  the  centre  of  the  hallow'd  choir, 
Six  T)ompous  columns  o'er  the  rest  aspire- 
Around  the  shrine  itself  of  Fame  they  stand. 
Hold  the  chief  honours,  and  the  fane  command. 
High  on  the  first  the  mighty  Hcner  shone ; 
Eternal  adamart  composed  hja  thro:»e: 
Father  of  verse,  in  holy  fillets  drest, 
His  silver  beard  waved  gently  o'er  his  bn  ost ; 
Though  blind,  a  boldness  in  his  looks  appears  • 
In  years  he  seem'd,  but  not  impair'd  by  years. 
The  wars  of  Troy  were  round  the  pillar  seen : 
Here  fierce  Tydides  wounds  the  Cyprian  Queen : 
Here  Hector  glorious  from  P:  '  -oclus'  fall. 
Here  dragg'd  in  triumph  round  the  Trojan  wall  • 
Motion  and  life  did  every  part  inspire. 
Bold  was  the  work,  and  proved  the  master's  fire: 
A  strong  expression  most  he  seem'd  to  affect, 
And  here  «\nd  there  disclosed  a  bravo  neglect. 

A  golden  column  next  in  rank  appear'd. 
On  which  a  shrine  of  purest  gold  was  rear  d ; 
linish'd  the  whole,  and  labour'd  every  part. 
With  patient  touches  of  unwearied  art: 
The  Mantuan  there  in  sober  triumph  sate, 
Composed  his  posture,  and  his  looks  sedate: 
On  Homer  still  he  fix'd  a  reverend  eye. 
Great  without  pride,  in  modest  majestyv 
In  living  sculpture  on  the  sides  were  spread 
The  Latian  wars,  and  haughty  Turnus  dead : 
Jfiliza  stretch'd  upon  the  funeral  pyre, 
Mnea&  bending  with  his  aged  sire : 
Troy  flamed  in  burning  gold,  and  o'er  the  throne 

J^our  swans  sustain  a  car  of  silver  bright, 
With  heads  advanced,  and  pinions  stvetoh'd  for  flicht* 
Here,  like  some  f  uncus  prophet,  Pindar  rode 
•  Aiistideg.  * 
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And  Beem'd  to  labour  with  the  inspiring  god. 
Across  the  harp  a  careless  hand  he  flings. 
And  boldly  sinks  into  the  sounding  strings. 
The  figured  games  of  Greece  the  column  grace, 
Neptune  and  Jove  survey  the  rapid  race. 
The  youths  hang  o'er  the  chariots  as  they  run; 
The  fiery  steeds  seem  starting  from  the  stone : 
The  champions  in  distorted  postures  threat; 
And  all  appear'd  irregularly  great. 

Here  happy  Horace  tuned  the  Ausonian  lyro 
To  sweeter  sounds,  and  temper'd  Pindar's  fire : 
Pleased  with  Alcaeus'  manly  rage  to  infuse 
The  softer  spirit  of  the  Sapphic  musa 
The  polish'd  pillar  different  sculptures  grace: 
A  work  outlasting  monumental  brass. 
Here  smiling  loves  and  bacchanals  appear. 
The  Julian  star,  and  great  Augustus  here. 
The  doves  that  round  the  infant  poet  spread 
Myrtles  and  bays,  hung  hovering  o'er  his  head. 

Here  in  a  shrine  that  cast  a  dazzling  light. 
Sate  fix'd  in  thought  the  mighty  Stagyrite; 
His  sacred  h^d  a  radiant  zodiac  crown'd. 
And  various  animals  his  side  surround; 
His  piercing  eyes,  erect,  appear  to  view 
Superior  worids,  and  look  all  nature  through. 

With  equal  rays  immortal  Tully  chone. 
The  Roman  rostra  deck'd  the  consul's  throne : 
Gathering  his  flowing  robe,  he  seem'd  to  stand 
In  act  to  speak,  and  graceful  stretch'd  his  hand. 
Behmd,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civic  crowns. 
And  the  great  father  of  his  country  owns. 

These  massy  columns  in  a  circle  rise, 
O  er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  skies  : 
Scarce  to  the  top  I  stretch'd  my  aching  sight, 
So  large  it  spread,  and  swell'd  to  such  a  height. 
*  uli  m  the  midst  proud  Fame's  imperial  seat 
With  jewels  blazed,  magnificently  great; 
The  vivid  emeralds  there  revive  the  eye. 
The  flaming  rubies  shew  their  sanguine  dye. 
Bright  azure  rays  from  lively  sapphires  stream. 
And  lucid  amber  casts  a  golden  gleam. 
With  various-colour'd  light  the  pavement  shoae, 
And  all  on  fire  appear'd  the  glowing  throne, 
Ihe  dome's  high  arch  reflects  the  mingled  blaze. 
And  forms  a  rainbow  of  alternate  rays. 

a ;-  o-"'-'---o  iiisv  1  va=u  my  Bignx, 

Scarce  seem  d  her  stature  of  a  cubit's  height; 

Su'  ^^'^l^'*^  *°  ^^^^^^  "^^°'  ^^^  "*<^''o  ^  gazed, 
lill  to  the  roof  her  towering  front  she  raised. 
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With  her,  the  temple  every  moment  grew, 

And  ampler  vistas  open'd  to  my  view : 

Upward  the  columns  shoot,  the  roofs  ascend. 

And  arches  widen,  and  long  aisles  extend. 

Such  was  her  form,  as  ancient  bards  have  told, 

Wings  raise  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  infold: 

A  thousand  busy  tongues  the  goddess  bears, 

And  thousand  open  eyes,  and  thousand  listening     -j 

Beneath,  in  order  ranged,  the  tuneful  Nine 

(Her  virgin  hundmaids)  still  attend  the  shrine ; 

With  eyes  on  Fame  for  ever  fix'd,  they  sing  ; 

For  Fame  they  raise  the  voice,  and  tune  the  string; 

With  time  s  nrst  birth  began  the  heavenly  lays. 

And  last,  eteinal,  through  the  length  of  days. 

Around  these  wonders  as  I  cast  a  look, 
The  trumpet  sounded,  and  the  temple  shook. 
And  all  tbe  nations,  summon'd  at  the  call, 
From  different  quarters  fill  the  crowded  hall : 
Of  various  tongues  the  mingled  sounds  were  heard. 
In  various  garbs  promiscuous  throngs  appear'd ; 
Thick  as  the  bees,  that  with  the  spring  renew 
1  heir  flowery  toils,  and  sip  the  fragrant  dew. 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  first  tempt  the  sky, 
O  er  dusky  fields  and  shaded  waters  fly, 
Or  settling,  seize  the  sweets  the  blossoms  yield, 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
MUlions  of  suppliant  crowds  the  shrine  attend. 
And  aU  degrees  before  the  goddess  bend  ; 
The  poor,  the  rich,  the  valiant,  and  the  sage. 
And  boasting  youth,  and  narrative  old  age. 
Their  pleas  were  different,  their  request  the  same: 
*or  good  and  bad  alike  are  fond  of  Fame. 
Some  she  disgraced,  and  some  with  honours  crown'd- 
Unlike  successes  equal  merits  found. 
Thm  her  blind  sister,  fickle  Fortune,  reigns, 
And,  undiscerning,  scatters  crowns  and  chains. 

*  irst  at  the  shrine  the  learned  worid  appear. 
And  to  the  goddess  thus  prefer  their  prayer. 
Long  have  we  sought  to  instruct  and  pl(»a8e  mankind. 
With  studies  pale,  with  midnight  vigils  blind: 
iJut  thank  d  by  few,  rewarded  yet  by  none. 
We  here  appeal  to  thy  superior  throne : 
On  wit  and  learning  the  just  prize  bestow, 
ii!u      °  is  all  we  must  expect  below. 
The  goddess  heard,  and  bade  the  MuHsa  rafsa 
The  golden  trumpet  of  eternal  praise : 

mufl?^^.^  P"^®  *'^®  ^in'^s  <liff"se  the  sound. 
That  fills  the  circuit  of  the  worid  around : 
J<ot  all  at  once,  as  thunder  breaks  the  cloud ; 
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The  notes  at  first  were  rather  sweet  than  loud  : 
By  just  degrees  they  every  moment  rise, 
m  the  wide  earth,  and  gain  upon  the  skies. 
At  every  breath  were  balmy  odours  shed. 
Which  still  grew  swebter  as  they  wider  spread ; 
Less  fragrant  scents  the  unfolding  rose  exhales. 
Or  spices  breathing  in  Arabian  gales. 

Next  these  the  good  and  just,  an  awful  train, 
Ihus  on  their  knees  address  the  sacred  fane. 
Since  hving  virtue  is  with  envy  cursed. 
And  th„  uest  men  are  treated  like  the  worst 
Do  thou,  just  goddess,  call  our  merits  forth,' 
And  give  each  deed  the  exact  intrinsic  worth 
Not  with  bare  justice  shall  your  act  be  crown'd, 
(Said  Fame,)  but  high  above  desert  renown'd: 
Let  fuUer  notes  the  applauding  world  amaze 
ml       '°"**  clarion  labour  in  your  praise. 
This  band  dismiss'd,  behold  another  crowd 
jPreferr'd  the  same  request,  and  lowly  bow'd  • 
The  constant  tenor  of  whose  well-spent  days 
No  less  deserved  a  just  return  of  praise. 
But  straight  the  oireful  trump  of  slander  sounds : 
Through  the  big  dome  the  doubling  thunder  bounds: 
Loud  as  the  burst  of  cannon  rends  the  skies. 
The  dire  report  through  every  region  tiies. 
In  every  ear  incessant  rumours  rung. 
And  gathering  scandals  grew  on  every  tongue : 
From  the  black  trumpet's  rusty  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolUng  smoke  • 
Ihe  poisonous  vapour  blots  the  purple  skies. 
And  withers  all  before  it  as  it  flies. 

A  troop  came  next,  who  crowns  and  armour  wore. 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  thev  bore  • 
For  thee,  (they  cried,)  amidst  alarms  and  strife. 
We  sail  d  m  tempests  down  the  stream  of  life  • 
For  thee  whole  nations  fiU'd  with  flames  and  blood. 
And  swam  to  empire  through  the  purple  flood. 
Those  ills  we  dared,  thy  inspiration  own. 
What  virtue  seem'd,  was  done  for  thee  alone 
Ambitious  fools  I  (the  queen  replied,  and  frown'd.) 
Be  all  your  acts  in  dark  oblivion  drown'd  • 
There  sleep  forgot,  with  mighty  tyrants  gone. 
Your  statues  moulder'd,  and  your  names  unknown  f 
A  sudden  cloud  straight  snatch'd  them  from  my  sight. 
And  each  majestic  phantom  sunk  in  night. 

-. -' ••  "ic  ciLiairoso  triDO  1  yet;  nad  seen ; 

Flam  was  their  dress,  and  modest  was  their  mien. 
Ureat  idol  of  mankind  I  we  neither  claim 
Ihe  praise  of  merit,  nor  aspire  to  fame  I 
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But  safe  in  deserts  from  the  applause  of  men. 
Would  die  unheard  of,  as  we  lived  unseen. 
'Tis  all  we  beg  thee,  to  conceal  from  sight 
Those  acts  of  goodness,  which  themselves  requite. 
Oh  let  us  still  th*^  secret  joy  partake, 
To  follow  virtue  e'en  for  virtue's  sake. 

And  live  there  men,  who  slight  immortal  Famet 
Who  then  with  incense  shall  adore  our  name  ? 
But  mortals  1  know,  'tis  still  our  greatest  pride 
To  blaze  those  virtues,  which  the  good  would  hide. 
Rise  I  Muses,  rise  1  add  all  your  tuneful  breath 
These  must  not  sleep  in  darkness  and  in  death'. 
She  said :  in  air  the  trembling  musin  floats. 
And  on  the  winds  triumphant  swell  the  notes : 
So  soft,  though  high,  so  loud,  and  yet  so  clear, 
E  en  listening  angels  lean'd  from  heaven  to  hear : 
To  furthest  shores  the  ambrosial  spirit  flies. 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  skies. 

Next  these  a  youthful  train  their  vows  express'd. 
With  feathers  crown'd,  with  gay  embroidery  dress'd: 
Hither  (they  cried)  direct  your  eyes,  and  see 
The  men  of  pleasure,  dress,  and  gallantry; 
Oura  is  the  place  at  banquets,  balls,  and  plays. 
Sprightly  our  nights,  polite  are  all  our  days; 
Courts  we  frequent,  where  'tis  our  pleasing  care 
lo  pay  due  visits,  and  address  the  fair : 
In  fact,  'tis  true,  no  nymph  we  could  persuade, 
But  still  in  fancy  vanquish'd  every  maid ! 
Of  unknown  duchesses  stranqb  tales  we  tell. 
Yet,  would  the  world  believe  us,  all  were  well. 
Ihe  joy  let  others  have,  and  we  the  name, 
mu^^^*  ^®  ^*°*^  ^"  pleasure,  grant  in  fame. 
Ihe  Queen  assents,  the  trumpet  rends  the  skies. 
And  at  each  blast  a  lady's  honour  dies. 

Pleaaed  with  the  strange  success,  vast  numbers  press'd 
Around  the  shrine,  and  made  the  same  request : 
What  1  you  (she  cried)  unlearn'd  in  arts  to  please 
Slaves  to  yourselves,  and  even  fatigued  with  ease. 
Who  lose  a  length  of  undeserving  days,, 
Would  you  usurp  the  lover's  dear-bought  praise? 
lo  just  contempt,  ye  vaia  pretenders,  fall. 
The  people  s  fable,  and  the  scorn  of  all 
Straight  the  black  clarion  sends  a  horrid  sound. 
Loud  laughs  burst  out,  and  bitter  bcoAb  fly  round. 
Wnisoers  are  heard,  wifh  foimto  -«,.ii: i....  j       ' 

And  scornful  hisses  run  through  all  the  crowd. 

Last,  those  who  boast  of  mighty  mischiefs  done. 
Enslave  their  country,  or  usurp  a  throne ; 
Or  who  their  glory's  dire  foundation  laid 
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On  sovereigns  ruin'd,  or  on  friends  betray'd ; 
Calm,  thinking  Tillains,  whom  no  faith  could  fix, 
Of  crooked  counsels  and  dark  politics; 
Of  these  a  gloomy  tribe  surround  the  throne, 
And  beg  to  make  the  immortal  tressons  known. 
The  trumpet  roars,  long  flaky  flames  expire. 
With  sparks,  that  seem'd  to  set  the  world  on  fire. 
At  the  dread  sound,  pale  mortals  stood  aghast. 
And  startled  nature  trembled  with  the  blast. 

This  having  heard  and  seen,  some  power  unknown 
Straight  changed  the  scene,  and  snatch'd  me  from 

throne. 
Before  my  view  appear'd  a  structure  fair. 
Its  site  uncertain,  if  in  earth  or  air; 
With  rapid  motion  turn'd  the  mansion  round ; 
With  ceaseless  noise  the  ringing  walls  resound ; 
Not  less  in  number  were  the  spacious  doors. 
Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  sands  upon  the  shores; 
Which  still  unfolded  stand,  by  night,  by  day, 
Pervious  to  winds,  and  open  every  way. 
As  flames  by  nature  to  the  skies  ascend. 
As  weighty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend. 
As  to  the  sea  returning  rivers  roll. 
And  the  touch'd  needle  trembles  to  the  pole; 
Hither,  as  to  their  proper  place,  arise 
All  various  sounds  from  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies, 
Or  spoke  aloud,  or  whisper'd  in  the  ear; 
Nor  ever  silence,  rest,  or  peace,  is  here. 
As  on  the  smooth  expanse  of  crystal  lakes 
The  sinking  stone  at  first  a  circle  makes ; 
The  trembling  surface  by  the  motion  stirr'd, 
Spreads  in  a  second  circle,  then  a  third; 
Wide,  and  more  wide,  the  floating  rings  advance. 
Fill  all  the  watery  plain,  and  to  the  margin  dance : 
Thus  every  voice  and  sound,  when  first  they  break. 
On  neighbouring  air  a  soft  impression  make ; 
Another  ambient  circle  then  they  move; 
That,  in  its  turn,  inipels  the  next  above ; 
Through  undulating  air  the  sounds  are  sent. 
And  spread  o'er  all  the  fluid  element. 

There  various  news  I  heard  of  love  and  strife. 
Of  peace  and  war,  health,  sickness,  death,  and  life, 
Of  loss  and  gain,  of  famine  and  of  store. 
Of  storms  at  sea,  and  travels  on  the  shore, 
Of  prodigies,  and  portents  seen  in  air, 

Ut  turns  of  fortune,  changes  in  the  state. 
The  fall  of  favourites,  projects  of  the  great. 
Of  old  mismanagements,  taxations  new : 
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All  neither  wholly  false,  nor  wholly  true. 
Above,  below,  without,  within,  around. 
Confused,  nnnumber'd  multitudes  are  found. 
wL  *  P*^'  ""I^J  »<i^a°ce,  and  glide  away ; 
Hosts  raised  by  fear,  and  phantoms  of  a  day  • 
Astrologers,  that  future  fates  foreshew 
Projectors,  quacks,  and  lawyers  not  a  few- 
mth^iZ^^''^  party-zealots,  numerous  bands 

£k  £??t^™i""'  9'  ^^^  ^'•<>"  fo«ign  lands: 
Each  talk'd  alond,  or  in  some  secret  place. 
And  wild  impatience  stared  in  every  face, 
ihe  flying  rumours  gather'd  as  they  roll'd 
bearee  any  tale  was  sooner  heard  than  told: 

i"^  *    ""t**  i""^^  ^*  "^^^^  something  new; ' 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  too- 
In  eveiyear  it  spread,  on  every  tongue  it  Se'w 

NewsSfll^dt-th' ^^'*'  ^•^A''^*^  ^^^  ^'^^' 
riews  travell  d  with  increase  from  mouth  to  mouth 

mfhZil  ^P^'^^V*''^*  kindled  first  by  chancr 
With  gathering  force  the  quickening  flames  advance  • 
TJl  to  the  clouds  their  curling  heads  Mpiw,  '   ' 

wtr^  ^''^  *'?P'''  ^^'^^  '"^  floods  of  fire. 
When  thus  ripe,  lies  are  to  perfection  sprunir 

tSoST.'  """^  f  ^  ^'^'^  *  "mortal  tonlJS,  ^' 
li^  "^l*.^**""?"*^  ^«nt8,  impatient,  forth  they  flow 
F^l  «•?  ''I  ?/"'^5'  '^^  the  world  below        ^        ' 

?n^r*  *  ®  determines,  and  prescribes  their  foroe 
Some  to  remain,  and  some  to  perish  soon, 

A™«S'  f*K  ""^  *J*'"^**«  ^^^  *he  moon 
bS- l^i^?"*"*^  !:'°^«'*  wonders  fly, 

Sere^n?^  ^""'P**  '  ^^*/''  »°«i  ""atte^'d  through  the  skv 
A  So'^  *  °?,®  P^^^^O'  0^*  yoa  might  surrey  ^' 

A  he  and  truth  contending  for  the  way  • 

Whtr/JT  1r^*^"''  ^«*^  «o  closely'pent. 
Which  first  should  issue  through  the  nwrow  vent. 
At  last  agreed,  together  out  they  fly  '^®°* ' 

Inseparable  now,  the  truth  and  lie ;' 
1  he  strict  companions  are  for  ever  join'd. 

WhSe'th'  V   IZf^'^'  r  "^'^^  «'«^«h«^"  find,        " 
nnue  tn   s ,  stood,  intent  to  see  and  hear 

One  came  methought,  and  whisper'd  in  my  'ear  • 

AHthT\^  ^T  H^^  *^y  '^^  ambition  ?aieF  * 
Art  thou,  fond  youth,  a  candidate  for  praise? 
^  Tis  true,  said  I,  not  void  of  hor^e^X^l  ^ 
i^t  It^  ^V  ^71**  youthful  bards  ofYamef 
q.  if  J'**^*"    *^®  '^'"''^  blessing  boast. 
So  hard  to  gain,  so  easy  to  be  lost.        ' 
How  vain  that  second  life  in  others'  breath 
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The  estate  which  wits  inherit  after  death  f 

Ease,  health,  and  life,  for  this  they  muat  resign, 

(Unsure  the  tenure,  but  how  vast  the  fine  1) 

The  grea'u  man's  curse,  without  the  gains,  endure. 

Be  envied,  wretched;  and  be  flatter'd,  poor; 

All  luckless  wits  their  enemies  profess'd. 

And  all  successful,  jealous  friends  at  best. 

Nor  Fame  I  slight,  nor  for  her  favours  call; 

She  comes  unlook'd  for,  if  she  comes  at  alL 

But  if  the  purchase  costs  so  dear  a  price. 

As  soothing  folly,  or  exalting  vice : 

Oh !  if  the  muse  must  flatter  lawless  sway. 

And  follow  still  where  fortune  leads  the  way; 

Or  if  no  basis  bear  my  rising  name, 

But  the  fallen  ruins  of  another's  fame ; 

Then  teach  me.  Heaven !  to  scorn  the  guilty  bays, 

Drive  from  my  breast  that  wretched  lust  of  praise; 

Unblemish'd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown; 

Oh,  grant  an  honest  fame,  or  grant  me  none  I 


JANUARY  AI^D  MAY  ;  OR,  THE  MERCHANT'S  TALE. 

There  lived  in  Lombardy,  as  authors  write, 

In  days  of  old,  a  wise  and  worthy  knight; 

Of  gentle  manners,  as  of  generous  race. 

Blest  with  much  sense,  more  riches,  and  some  grace. 

Yet  led  astray  by  Venus'  soft  delights. 

He  scarce  could  rule  some  idle  appetites : 

For  long  ago,  let  priests  say  what  they  could. 

Weak  sinful  laymen  were  but  flesh  and  blood. 

But  in  due  time,  when  sixty  years  were  o'er, 
He  vow'd  to  lead  this  vicious  life  no  more; 
Whether  pure  holiness  inspired  his  mind. 
Or  dotage  turn'd  his  brain,  is  hard  to  find  ; 
But  his  high  courage  prick'd  him  forth  to  wed. 
And  try  the  pleasures  of  a  lawful  bed. 
This  was  his  nightly  dream,  his  daily  care. 
And  to  the  heavenly  powers  his  constant  prayer, 
Once,  ere  he  died,  to  taste  the  blissful  life 
Of  a  kind  husband  and  a  loving  wife. 

These  thoughts  he  fortified  with  reasons  still, 
(For  none  want  reasons  to  confirm  their  will.) 
Grave  authors  say,  and  witty  poets  sing, 
That  honest  wedlock  is  a  glorious  thing : 
But  depth  of  judgment  most  in  him  appears. 
Who  wisely  weds  iu  Lis  maturer  years; 
Then  let  him  choose  a  damsel  young  and  fair, 
To  bless  his  nge,  and  bring  a  worthy  heir; 
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To  Boofhe  his  cares,  and  free  from  noise  and  atrifc 

Conduct  him  gently  to  the  verge  of  life.  ' 

Let  sinful  bachelors  their  woes  deplore 

Full  well  they  merit  aU  they  feel,  and  more; 

Unawed  by  precepts  human  or  divine. 

Like  birds  and  beasts,  promiscuously  they  join  • 

X>lor  know  to  make  the  present  blessing  last 

1 0  hope  the  future,  or  esteem  the  past  •       ' 

But  vainly  boaat  the  joys  they  never  tried 

And  find  divulged  the  secrets  they  would  bide. 

Ihe  married  man  may  bear  his  yoke  with  ease. 

Secure  at  once  himself  and  Heaven  to  please  • 

And  pass  his  inoflenslve  hours  a\>  ay,  ' 

In  bliss  all  night,  and  innocence  all  day  • 

Ihough  fortune  change,  his  constant  spouse  remains. 

Augments  his  joys,  or  mitigates  his  pains. 

«L!?f*  *°  P"®'  ^^^''^  ^""0"8  tongnes  will 
spare  f 

Some  wicked  wits  have  libell'd  all  the  fair. 

E  !i       u'''^.™P"'^^''««  ^^^y  style  a  wife 
Ihe  dear-bonght  curse,  and  lawful  plague  of  life  : 
A  bosom-serpent,  a  domestic  evil        s  «  w  uie  , 
A  night  invasion,  add  a  mid  day  devil, 
^et  not  the  wise  these  slanderous  words  regard. 
But  curse  the  bones  of  every  lying  bard : 

i  L?i''-'"fu*"^^  ^y  fortune's  hand  are  given. 
A  wife  18  the  peculiar  gift  of  Heaven. 
Vain  fortune  8  favours,  never  at  a  stay. 
Like  empty  shadows,  pa^M,  and  glide  away; 
Une  solid  comfort,  oar  eternal  wife 
Abundantly  supplies  us  all  our  life  : 
This  blessing  lasts  (if  those  who  trv  say  trnr) 
As  long  as  heart  can  wish-.-nd  longe/too 

Our  grandsire  Adam,  ere  of  Evo  imsem'd, 
A^pne,  and  even  in  Paradise  unbless'd. 
With  mournfu  looks  the  blissful  scenes  sur  ;ev'J 
And  wander'd  m  the  solitary  shade :  ^    ' 

The  Maker  saw,  took  pity,  and  bestow'd 
Woman,  the  last,  the  best  reserved  of  God. 

A  wife  1  ah,  gentle  deities,  can  he 
That  has  a  wife  e'er  feel  adversity  ? 
Would  men  but  follow  what  the  sex  advise 
•ii»^.?=lT"^'^.P'*''«P«^'  all  the  world  gmw  wiV 
His  father's  blessing  from  at.  pM».  .^„  . 
Abusive  iNabai  owed  hia  forfeit  life " '" ' 
IhrZ,  7'«f.,<Jp«duct  «f  a  prudent  wife ; 

f  reserved  the  Jews,  a*d  slew  the  .^s^yrian  foe  • 
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At  Hester's  suit  the  persecuting  sword 

Was  sheathed,  and  Israel  lived  to  bless  the  Lord. 

These  weighty  motives,  January  the  sage 
Maturely  ponder'd  in  his  riper  age; 
And  charm'd  with  virtuous  joys,  and  sober  life, 
Would  try  that  Christian  comfort,  call'd  a  wife. 
His  friends  were  summon'd  on  a  point  so  nice. 
To  pass  their  judgment,  and  to  give  advice; 
But  fix'd  before,  and  well  resolved  was  he ; 
(As  men  that  ask  advice  are  wont  to  be.) 

My  mends,  he  cried,  (and  cast  a  mournful  look 
Around  tlie  room,  and  sigh'd  before  he  spoke,) 
Beneath  the  weight  of  threescore  years  1  bend, 
And,  worn  with  cares,  am  hastening  to  my  end: 
How  have  I  lived,  a'     '  you  know  too  well. 
In  worldJy  follies,  w.      .  I  blush  to  tell ; 
But  gracious  Heaven  has  ope'd  my  eyes  at  last, 
With  due  regret  I  view  my  vices  past. 
And,  as  the  precept  of  the  Church  decrees, 
Will  take  a  wife,  and  live  in  holy  ease. 
But  since  by  counsel  all  things  should  be  done, 
And  many  heads  are  wiser  still  than  one: 
Sjioose  you  for  me,  who  best  shall  be  content 
When  my  desire 's  approved  by  your  consent. 

One  caution  yet  is  needful  to  be  told. 
To  guide  your  choice;  this  wife  must  not  be  old : 
Arj  *?  ^°^^  *  saying,  and  'twas  shrewdly  said, 
Old  fish  at  table,  but  young  flesh  in  bed. 
My  soul  abhors  the  tasteless,  dry  embrace 
Of  a  stale  virgin  with  a  winter  face : 
l^  *u**  '^^^^  season.  Love  but  treats  his  guest 
With  bean-straw  and  tough  forage  at  the  best 
No  crafty  widows  shall  approach  my  bed; 
lho(  e  are  too  wise  for  bachelors  to  wed. 
As  subtle  clerks  by  many  schools  are  made, 
a  wice-married  dames  are  mistresses  o'  th'  trade  • 
But  young  and  tender  virgins,  ruled  with  ease. 
We  form  hke  wax,  and  mould  them  as  we  please 

Conceive  me,  sirs,  nor  take  my  sense  amiss; 
lis  what  concerns  my  soul's  eternal  bliss ; 
Bmce  if  I  found  no  pleasure  in  ray  spouse. 
As  flesh  is  frail,  and  who  (God  help  me)  knows? 
Then  should  I  live  in  lewd  adultery. 
And  sink  downright  to  Satan  when  I  die. 
Or  wore  I  cursed  with  an  unfruitful  bed, 

*    T*^^®  "P  ■«e<i  *o  Wesp  the  powers  above. 
And  not  for  pleasure  only,  or  for  love. 
Think  not  I  dote;  'tis  time  to  take  a  wife, 
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•VhZ  ^i^f  O'^s  Wood  forbids  a  chaster  life; 
rhose  that  are  blest  with  store  of  grace  divine 
My  hve  like  saints  by  Heaven's  consent,  and  mine 
/  A^^^  ^T^  ^  'P®^^  °^  ^^d^ock,  let  me  ^y 
(As  thank  my  stars,  in  modest  truth  I  m a v  i 
My  .mbs  are  active,  still  I  'm  sound  at  heart 
And  a  new  vigour  springs  in  every  part.        ' 
ihink  not  my  virtue  lost,  tljough  time  has  shed 
These  reverend  honours  on  my  hoary  head  • 

tL"  V  tTsa'ptheTrV  ""'f  ""'T?""'  ^^"«  ^  ^'^ov^. 
jine  vital  sap  then  rising  from  below.  ' 

Old  as  I  am.  my  lusty  limbs  appear 

Like  winter  greens,  that  flourish  all  the  year 

fcv ''''/?"  5"°^  '"  ^^^*  I  stand  incuS 

Th?t^\'!'  *^?  \^'^  '"^  different  parts  divSe 
The  knotty  point  was  urged  on  either  side  • 
Marriage,  the  theme  on  which  they  all  declaim'd  • 

?r  wff '-.u^^*^  ^i*'  ^"'i  ««°^«  wifh  rellTbllmed 
hll,  what  with  proofs,  objections,  and  replies 

fht^Z^lT  P"'^H^^'  ^'^d  wondrous  S' 
Plt^L/l-^^*'^''"'   "i«  brothers  a  debate,     ' 

S  f.  It'^^r'  '•  .  ^^^°^  '^"^"n  that.' 
m-^T  *°  *u?  ^'^'Sht  Placebo  thus  be-un 
(Mild  were  his  looks,  and  pleasing  was  his' tone  '\ 
Such  prudence,  sir,  in  all  your  woWappeara 
As  plainly  proves,  experience  dwells  with  years ! 
Yet  you  pursue  sage  Solomon's  advice       ^ 

iJut,  with  the  wise  man's  leave,  I  must  oroteat 

Sir  rln     r^^"""  ^'^^  "^^^«e  the  best. 
A„7%  i"*?  ^""^  a  ''""'•t'er  all  my  dayk 
And  studied  men  their  manners,  andYhdr  wava  • 

As  hw  mistaken  patron  to  advise/ 

Ihis,  sir,  affoou  nol  you,  whose  every  worj 

Pleiing'to-GonXhouiiKltS 
^ndulge  the  vigour  of  your  mounting  bbod. 
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And  let  gray  fools  be  indolently  good, 

Who,  past  all  pleasure,  damn  the  joys  of  sense. 

With  reverend  dulness  and  grave  impotence. 

Justin,  who  silent  sate,  and  heard  the  man. 
Thus,  with  a  philosophic  frown,  began : 

A  heathen  author,  of  the  first  degree, 
(Who,  though  not  faith,  had  sense  as  well  as  we,) 
Bids  us  be  certain  our  concerns  to  trust 
To  those  of  generous  principles,  and  just. 
Ghe  venture's  greater,  I'll  presume  to  say, 
To  give  your  person,  than  your  goods  away : 
And  therefore,  sir,  as  you  regard  your  rest. 
First  learn  your  lady's  qualities  at  least; 
Whether  she's  chaste  or  rampant,  proud  or  civil; 
Meek  as  a  saint,  or  haughty  as  the  devil; 
Whether  an  easy,  fond,  familiar  fool, 
Or  such  a  wit  aa  no  man  e'er  can  rule. 
'Tis  true,  perfection  none  must  hope  to  find 
In  all  this  world,  much  less  in  womankind ; 
But  if  her  virtues  prove  the  larger  share. 
Bless  the  kind  fates,  and  think  your  fortune  rare. 
Ah,  gentle  sir,  take  warning  of  a  friend. 
Who  knows  too  well  the  state  you  thus  commend ; 
And  spite  of  all  his  praises  must  declare. 
All  he  can  find  is  bondage,  cost,  and  care. 
Heaven  knows,  I  shed  full  many  a  private  tear 
And  sigh  in  silence,  lest  the  world  should  hear 
While  all  my  friends  applaud  my  blissful  life. 
And  swear  no  mortal 's  happier  in  a  wif< 
Demure  and  chaste  as  any  vestal  nun, 
The  meekest  creature  that  beholds  the  sun  f 
But,  by  the  immortal  powers,  I  feel  the  pain. 
And  he  that  smarts  has  reason  to  complain. 
Do  what  you  list,  for  me;  you  must  be  sage, 
And  cautious  sure ;  for  wisdom  is  in  age : 
But  at  these  years  to  venture  on  the  fair  I 
By  Him  who  made  the  ocean,  earth,  and  air. 
To  please  a  wife,  when  her  occasions  call, 
Would  busy  the  most  vigorous  of  us  all. 
And  trust  me,  sir,  the  chastest  you  can  chooso 
Will  ask  observance,  and  exact  her  dues. 
If  what  I  speak  my  noble  lord  offend, 
My  tedious  sermon  here  is  at  an  end. 

'Tis  well,  'tis  wondrous  well,  the  Knight  replies. 
Most  worthy  kinsmen,  faith  you  're  mighty  wise ! 
We,  sirs,  are  fools;  and  must  resign  the  cause 
To  heatlienish  authors,  proverbs,  and  old  saws. 
He  spoke  with  scorn,  and  turn'd  another  way  :— 
What  does  my  friend,  my  dear  Placebo,  say  i 
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i  ^ay,  quoth  he,  by  Heaven  the  man  'a  to  blame, 
lo  siander  wives,  and  wedlock's  holy  name. 

At  this  the  council  rose,  without  delay; 
Each,  in  his  own  opinion,  went  his  way ; 
With  full  consent,  that,  all  disputes  appeased ; 
Ihe  Knight  should  marry,  when  and  where  he  pleased. 

Who  now  but  January  exults  with  joy  ? 

The  charms  of  wedlock  all  his  soul  employ : 

Each  nymph  by  turns  his  wavering  mind  possesa'd. 

4^-/fP'*^  *^®  short-lived  tyrant  of  his  breast: 

W  hilst  fancy  pictured  every  lively  part, 

And  each  bright  image  wander'd  o^r  his  heart 

Thus,  m  some  public  forum  fix'd  on  hi"-h 

A  mirror  shews  the  figures  moving  by  f  ' 

Still  one  by  one,  in  swift  succession,  pass 

Ihe  gliding  shadows  o'er  the  polish'd  glass, 

Ihis  lady's  charms  the  nicest  could  not  blame 

But  vile  suspicious  had  aspersed  her  fame ;     ' 

Ihat  was  with  sense,  but  not  with  virtue  blest  • 

And  one  had  grace,  that  wanted  all  the  rest. 

Ihus  doubting  long  what  nymph  he  should  obey. 

He  fax  d  at  last  upon  the  youthful  May. 

Her  faults  he  knew  not.  Love  is  always  blind. 

But  every  charm  revolved  within  his  mind : 

Her  tender  age,  her  form  divinely  fair. 

Her  easy  motion,  her  attractive  air, 

Her  sweet  behaviour,  her  enchanting  face. 
Her  moving  softness,  and  majestic  grace. 
Much  in  his  prudence  did  our  Knight  rejoice. 
And  thought  no  mortal  could  dispute  his  choice  ■ 
Unce  more  m  haste  he  summon'd  every  friend 
And  told  them  all,  their  pains  were  at  an  end  ' 
Heaven,  that  (said  he)  inspired  me  first  to  wed. 
Provides  a  consort  worthy  of  my  bed  • 
Let  none  oppose  the  election,  since  oii  this 
l>epends  my  quiet,  and  my  future  bliss. 

A  dame  there  is,  the  darling  of  my  eyes 
Young,  beauteous,  artless,  innocent,  and  wise- 
Chaste,  though  not  rich;  and  tliough  not  nobly  bom 
Of  honest  parents,  and  may  serve  my  turn  ' 

Her  will  I  wed,  if  gracious  Heaven  so  please; 
A  °  i"i?.*  ™y  age  in  sanctity  and  ease  ; 
And  thank  the  powers,  I  may  possess  alone 
_         ,,.,.  ....„  jjjjj.  „„jj_g  j_y  j^^.^^  ^.^j^  none! 

If  you,  my  friends,  this  virgin  can  procure 
My  joys  are  full,  my  happiness  is  sure. 

One  only  doubt  remains :  full  oft.  I  Ve  heard. 
By  casuists  grave,  and  deep  divines  averr'd  • 
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That  'tis  too  much  for  hnman  race  to  know 
rhe  bliss  of  heaven  above,  and  earth  below. 
»ow  should  the  nnptial  pleasures  prove  so  great. 
10  match  the  blessings  of  the  future  state. 
Those  endless  joys  were  ill-exchanged  for  these ; 
liien  clear  this  doubt,  and  set  my  mind  at  ease. 

llus  Justin  heard,  nor  could  his  gpleen  control. 
Touch  d  to  the  quick,  and  tickled  at  the  soul. 
»ir  Knight,  he  cried,  if  this  be  all  you  dread, 
Jtteaven  put  it  past  a  doubt,  whene'er  you  wed : 
And  to  my  fervent  prayers  so  far  consent, 
1  hat  ere  the  rites  are  o'er,  you  may  repent ! 
Wood  heaven,  no  doubt,  the  nuptial  state  approves. 
Hince  it  chastises  still  what  best  it  loves. 
Then  be  not,  sir,  abandon'd  to  despair; 
Seek,  and  perhaps  you  '11  find  among  the  fair. 
One,  that  may  do  your  business  to  a  hair; 
^ot  e'en  in  wish,  your  happiness  delay, 
But  prove  the  scourge  to  lash  you  on  your  way : 
lUen  to  the  skies  your  mounting  soul  shall  go, 
owitt  as  an  arrow  soaring  from  the  bow  I 
Provided  still,  you  moderate  your  joy, 
If  or  in  your  pleasures  all  your  might  employ. 
Let  r^on  s  rule  your  strong  desires  abate, 
£ioT  please  too  lavishly  your  gentle  mate. 
Old  wives  there  are,  of  judgment  most  acute. 
Who  solve  these  questions  beyond  aU  dispute; 
Consult  with  those,  and  be  of  better  cheer; 
a"^'  .J  ^^^^^'^^>  and  dismiss  your  fear. 
So  said,  they  rose,  nor  more  the  work  delay'd : 
Ihe  match  was  offer'd,  the  proposals  made. 
Ite  parents,  you  may  think,  would  soon  comply; 
J  he  old  have  interest  ever  in  their  eya 

Nor  was  it  hard  to  move  the  lady's  mind: 
When  fortune  favours,  still  the  fair  are  kind. 

1  pass  each  previous  settlement  and  deed. 
1 00  long  for  me  to  write,  or  you  to  read ; 
iNor  will  with  quaint  impertinence  display 
i  he  pomp,  the  pageantry,  the  proud  array, 
llie  time  approach'd;  to  church  the  parties  went. 
At  once  with  carnal  and  devout  intent  • 
Forth  came  the  priest,  and  bade  the  obedient  wife 
Like  Sarah  or  Eebecca  lead  her  life : 
Ihen  praj'd  the  powers  the  fruitful  bed  to  bless. 
And  made  all  sure  enough  with  holiness. 

Ann    nAW  fYlA  nnln^^^    »»i.^^ -.  •   .  .  • 

. ..„.™   „„„„_    jj_y    ypcim    Tjfl^Q 

Iho  guests  appear  in  order,  side  by  side. 

And  placed  in  state,  the  bridegroom  and  the  brido. 

Ihe  breathing  flute's  soft  notes  are  heard  around, 


Tile  ((ii»8ti<  iiDiieftr  in  imlpr  ^i,i«  i ,.  -■  •_ 

Alia  plac«l  ia  .tHte  tiio  LfiaeirouiirwiU  the  b,l,i^. 

-  Pago  m. 
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Vh^^oV^I'^^  trumpets  mix  their  silver  Bound; 
The  vaulted  roofs  with  echoing  music  rintr 

string    *^°  """"^  ^^^''  *^^  *^°'«  the  trembling 

Vn!  ?"k  i°»PWon  tuned  the  warbling  Ivre. 

Pn.  u^'^'^wu^*'*^*"*^'  ^1^«««  sprightly  strain 

£r'\  ^'  "?."^  ^  ^*^«'  ^'^d  fire  the  mS,ial  train 
^q?tn'^"'-^'"\''"'  *^«  ""P«al  feast  to  grace? 
(So  poets  sing,)  was  present  on  the  place : 
And  lovely  Venus,  goddess  of  delight. 
Shook  high  her  flaming  torch  in  open  sight 
And  danced  around,  and  smiled  on  ever?  kmVht  • 
Pleased  her  best  servant  would  his  coSe  Sf  * 
No  less  m  wedlock,  than  in  liberty.       ^      ^' 

So  tifJ'^VM^^®  ^"^^  ^y'"^'^  ^^^  "ot  spied 
bo  kmd  a  bridegroom,  or  so  bright  a  bride. 

For  ^Jnfii  r^'^'"'?  ?'"°"«  *'^«  *»n«f"l  throng 
ThJni      f  ^*^'^'  *"/  J''y°"«  ""P«al  song ;       ^ 

tK,?k,^°"''  f  *'^.*''*  '*""^^«™  can  display 
The  matchless  glories  of  this  blissful  day ;  ^ 

WhJ?  T  '""'''  ^^  f^  transcend  your  rk  r, 

A„H  ^  I'f  "teous  dame  sat  smiling  at  the  board 

Not  Sf  .  ^"'?J''"?  ^^"°«^«  ^*  ^^r  lord.         ^' 
Not  Esthers  self,  whose  charms  the  Hebrews  sino- 

Kr^  1'°  ^?^«^y  °"  ^^^  Persian  king?  '  ''"=' 
A   f  r  aa  the  rising  sun,  in  summer's  dav 

The  wf  1  w  w""'"^"^  ^  *J^«  "^o'^tl^  of  May  1 
1  he  joyful  knight  survey'd  her  bv  his  side 

Sm  ':ii-^  ^^''^  ^^*^  *^«  SparS;,,  bri5et 
Th^Z^^  ^'"'^  '^':°^^'^  ^^^^  ^^t  delight 
The  entrancing  raptures  of  the  approaching  ni-hfc 
Eestless  he  sate,  invoking  every  power     ^     °    ' 
To  speed  his  bliss,  and  haste  the  happy  hour 
Meantime  the  vigorous  dancers  beat  the  ground 
And  songs  were  sung,  and  flowing  bowls  went  round 

And  mirth  and  pleasure  shone  in  every  face  ' 

q-?rr  ''^T'  «^  »"  *^e  «^e°ial  train. 
Sad  m  the  midst  of  triumphs,  sigh'd  for  Dain  • 
Damian  aJone,  the  knight's  obsequious  S' 
Consumed  at  heart,  and  fed  a  seSret  fire.^   ''' 

He  lonl'/  f"1*''''  ?S.^«  «"»^  P«««ess'd 
He  look  d,  he  languish'd.  and  cniM  tat-  " 
xiis  i&ak  perform'd,  he  sadly  went  his  war 
Fell  on  his  bed.  and  loathed  the  liS  of  dav 

wtn /'?'^  ''« '  ^^  •»*«  relentinldame 
Weep  in  her  turn,  and  waste  in  equal  flame 
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The  weary  gun,  as  learned  poets  write. 
Forsook  the  horizon,  and  roll'd  down  the  light; 
While  glittering  stars  his  absent  beams  supply 
And  night's  dark  nlantle  overspread  the  sky.  ' 
Then  rose  the  guests :  and,  as  the  time  required, 
Jliach  paid  his  thanks,  and  decently  retired. 

The  foe  once  gone,  our  Knight  preparedto  undress. 
BO  keen  he  was,  and  eager  to  possess : 
But  first  thought  fit  the  assistance  to  receive, 
Which  grave  physicians  scruple  not  to  give: 
Satyrion  near,  with  hot  eringos  stood, 
Cantharides,  to  fire  the  lazy  blood. 
Whose  use  old  bards  describe  in  luscious  rhymes, 
Ai^  critics  learn'd  explain  to  modern  times. 

By  this  the  sheets  were  spread,  the  bride  undress'd. 
The  room  was  sprinkled,  and  the  bed  was  bless'd. 
What  n^xt  ensued  beseems  not  me  to  say 
Tis  sung,  he  labour'd  till  the  dawning  day 
Then  briskly  sprung  from  bed,  with  heart  so  light. 
As  all  were  nothing  he  had  done  by  night; 
And  sipp'd  his  cordial  as  he  sat  upright. 
He  kiss'd  his  balmy  spouse  with  wanton  play. 

And  feebly  sung  a  lusty  roundelay : 

Then  on  the  couch  his  weary  limbs  he  cast: 

Tor  every  labour  must  have  rest  at  last. 
But  anxious  cares  the  pensive  squire  oppress'd, 

Bleep  fled  his  eyes,  and  peace  forsook  his  breast: 

Ihe  raging  flames  that  in  his  bosom  dwell, 

He  wanted  art  to  hide,  and  means  to  tell. 

Yet  hoping  time  the  occasion  might  betray. 

Composed  a  sonnet  to  the  lovely  May ; 

Which,  writ  and  folded  with  the  nicest  art, 

Hewrapp'd  in  silk,  and  laid  upon  his  heart. 

/.m       T  "**^  *^®  fourth  revolving  day  was  run, 

w     f  r       "*"•*  Cancer  had  received  the  sun,) 

jt  orth  from  her  chamber  came  the  beauteous  bride. 

Ihe  good  old  knight  moved  slowly  by  her  side. 

High  mass  was  sung ;  they  feasted  in  the  hall  ; 

•^he  servants  round  stood  ready  at  their  call. 
The  squire  alone  was  absent  from  the  board. 

And  much  his  sickness  grieved  his  woithv  lord. 

Who  pray'd  his  spouse,  attended  with  her  train. 

lo  visit  Damian,  and  divert  his  pain. 

The  obliging  dames  obey'd  with  one  consent ; 

They  left  the  hall,  and  to  his  lodging  went. 

The  female  tribe  surround  him  aa  h^  l^^^ 

And  close  beside  him  sat  the  gentlu  May : 
Where,  as  she  tried  his  pulse,  he  softly  drew 
A  heaving  sigh,  and  cast  a  mournful  viewl 
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Then  gave  his  bill,  and  bribed  the  powere  divine. 
With  secret  vows,  to  favour  his  design. 

Who  studies  now  but  discontented  May  1 
On  her  soft  couch  uneasily  she  lay : 
The  lumpish  husband  snored  away  the  night 
lill  coughs  awaked  him  near  the  morning  light 
What  then  he  did,  I  '11  not  presume  to  teU, 
^or  If  she  thought  herself  in  heaven  or  hell : 
llonest  and  dull  in  nuptial  bed  they  lay. 
Till  the  bell  toll'd,  and  all  arose  to  pray. 
n  ^^I^J^  ^^  forceful  destiny  decreed, 
Vr  did  from  chance,  or  nature's  power  proceed  : 
Ur  that  some  star,  with  aspect  kind  to  love, 
nvu    ***  selectest  influence  from  above: 
Whatever  was  the  cause,  the  tender  dame 
^elt  the  first  motions  of  an  infant  flame  • 
Keceived  the  impressions  of  the  love-sick  squire 
And  wasted  in  the  soft  infectious  tire. 
Ye  fair,  draw  near,  let  May's  example  move 
lour  gentle  minds  to  pity  those  who  love  1 
llad  some  fierce  tyrant  in  her  stead  been  found, 
i  he  poor  adorer  sure  had  hanged,  or  drown'd : 
iiut  she,  your  sex's  mirror,  free  from  pride. 
Was  much  too  meek  to  prove  a  homicide. 

Hut  to  my  tale :  Some  sages  have  defined 
i^Jeasure  the  sovereign  bliss  of  human-kind: 
Uur  Kmght  (who  studied  much,  we  may  suppose) 
gerived  his  high  philosophy  from  those :     ^     ^ 
±  or,  like  a  prince,  he  bore  the  vast  exnense 
ut  lavish  pomp,  and  proud  magnificence ; 
His  house  was  stately,  his  retinue  gay, 
l^argo  was  his  train,  and  gorgeous  his  array. 
His  spacious  garden,  made  to  yield  to  none. 
Was  compass  d  round  with  walls  of  solid  stone; 
Pnapus  could  not  half  describe  the  grace 
A  «?"^^/°x4  °^  pj-dens)  of  this  charming  place : 
A  place  to  tire  the  rambling  wits  of  France 
in  long  descriptions,  and  exceed  romance : 
^nough  to  shame  the  gentlest  bard  that  singg 
Uf  painted  meadows,  and  of  purling  spring^ 
*ull  m  the  centre  of  the  floivery  ground 

aVu!T  w/^","**!'^  ^P""^"**  ^*8  streams  around, 
ihe  fruitful  banks  with  verdant  laurels  crown'd  • 
About  this  spring  (if  ancient  fame  say  true)        ' 

mu„:     '.^ ;■," ■■"  "■""""o"!' spans  parsud' 

Their  pigmy  king,  and  little  fairy  queen. 
In  circling  dances  gamboH'd  on  the  green. 
While  tuneful  sprites  a  merry  concert  made. 
And  auy  music  warbled  through  the  shade. 
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Hither  the  noble  Knight  would  oft  repair, 
^118  scene  of  pleasure,  and  peculiar  care ;) 
For  thia  he  held  it  dear,  and  always  bore 
The  silver  key  that  lock'd  the  garden  door. 
To  this  sweet  place  in  summer's  sultry  heat. 
He  used  from  noise  and  business  to  retreat : 
And  here  in  dalliance  spend  the  live-long  day, 
bolua  aim  sola,  with  his  sprightly  May. 
For  whate'er  work  was  undipcharged  a-bed. 
The  duteous  Knight  in  this  fair  garden  sped. 
But  ah  I  what  mortal  lives  of  bliss  secure! 
How  short  a  space  our  worldly  joys  endure  I 
0  Fortune,  fair,  like  all  thy  treacherous  kind. 
But  faithless  still,  and  wavering  as  the  wind  ! 
0  painted  monster,  form'd  mankind  to  cheat, 
With  pleasing  poison,  and  with  soft  deceit  I 
This  rich,  this  amorous,  venerable  knight, 
Amidst  his  ease,  his  solace,  and  delight. 
Struck  blind  by  thee,  resigns  his  days  to  grief 
And  calls  on  death,  the  wretch's  last  relief.     ' 

The  rage  of  jealousy  then  seized  his  mind. 
For  much  he  fear'd  the  faith  of  woman-kind. 
His  wife  not  suffer'd  from  his  side  to  stay 
Was  captive  kept,  he  watch'd  her  night  and  day 
Abridged  her  pleasures,  and  confined  her  sway 
Full  oft  in  tears  did  hapless  May  complain. 
And  sigh'd  full  oft ;  but  sigh'd  and  wept  in  vain: 
bhe  look  d  on  Damian  with  a  lover's  eye  ; 
For  oh,  'twas  fix'd ;  she  must  possess  or  die  ! 
Nor  less  impatience  vex'd  her  amorous  squire 
Wild  with  delay,  and  burning  with  desire,      ' 
Watch'd  as  she  was,  yet  could  he  not  refrain 
By  secret  writing  to  disclose  his  pain; 
The  dame  by  signs  reveal'd  her  kind  intent. 
Till  both  were  conscious  what  each  other  meant 
Ah,  gentle  Knight,  what  would  thy  eyes  avail ' 
Though  they  could  see  as  far  as  ships  can  sail  ? 
Tis  better,  sure,  when  blind,  deceived  to  be. 
Than  be  deluded  when  a  man  can  see ! 

Argus  himself,  so  cautious  and  so  wise. 
Was  over-watch'd,  for  all  his  hundred  eyes : 
So  many  an  honest  husband  may,  'tis  known, 
Who,  wisely,  never  thinks  the  case  his  own. 

The  dame  at  last,  by  diligence  and  care. 
Procured  the  key  her  Knight  was  wont  to  bear; 

And  gave  the  impression  to  the  trusty  squire. 
S;  peans  of  this,  some  wonder  shall  appear. 
Which,  m  due  place  and  season,  you  may  hear. 
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Well  sung  sweet  Ovid,  in  the  days  of  yore. 
What  slight  is  that,  which  lore  will  not  explore? 
And  Pyramus  and  Thisbe  plainly  show 
The  feata  true  lovers,  when  they  list,  can  do  : 
Ihough  watch 'd  and  captive,  yet  in  spite  of  all. 
J  hey  found  the  art  of  kissing  through  a  wall. 

But  now  no  longer  from  our  tale  to  stray; 
It  happ'd  that  once  upon  a  summer's  day, 
Our  reverend  Knight  was  urged  to  amorous  play : 
He  raised  his  spouso  ere  matin-bell  was  rung, 
And  thus  his  morning  canticle  he  sung. 

Awake,  my  love,  disclose  thy  radiant  eyes, 
Arise,  my  wife,  my  beauteous  lady,  rise  I 
Hear  how  the  doves  with  pensive  notai  complain. 
And  in  soft  murmurs  tell  the  trees  their  pain  • 
The  winter  "s  past ;  the  clouds  and  tempesis  fly  • 
The  sun  adorns  the  fields,  and  brightens  all  the  sky. 
^air  without  spot,  whose  every  charming  part 
My  bosom  wounds,  and  captivates  my  heart : 
Come,  and  in  mutual  pleasures  let 's  enga^-e 
Joy  of  my  life,  and  comfort  of  my  age,     °  ' 

This  heard,  to  Damian  straight  a  sign  she  made. 
lo  haste  before ;  the  gentle  squire  obey'd : 
Secret  and  undescried  he  took  his  way, 
And  ambush'd  close  behind  an  arbour  lay. 

It  was  not  long  ere  January  came, 
A  nd  hand  in  hand  with  him  his  lovely  dame  • 
Blind  as  he  was,  not  doubting  all  was  sure,    ' 
He  turn'd  the  key,  and  made  the  gate  secure 

Here  let  us  walk,  he  said,  observed  by  none 
Conscious  of  pleasures  to  the  world  unknown  • 
So  may  my  soul  have  joy,  as  thou  my  wife 
Art  far  the  dearest  solace  of  my  life  j 
And  rather  would  I  choose,  by  Heaven  above. 
10  die  this  instant,  than  to  lose  thy  love. 
Keflect  what  truth  was  in  my  passion  shown. 
When,  unendow'd,  I  took  thee  for  my  own. 
And  sought  no  treasure  but  thy  heart  alone 
Old  as  I  am,  and  now  deprived  of  sight. 
Whilst  thou  art  faithful  to  thy  own  true  Knight 

Nor  age,  nor  blindness,  robs  me  of  delight. 
Jb-ach  other  loss  with  patience  I  can  bear, 
Ihe  loss  of  thee  is  what  I  only  fear. 

Consider  then,  my  lady  and  my  wife, 
ihe  solid  comforts  of  a  virtuoua  life. 
As  first,  the  love  of  Christ  him'self  you  gain ; 
^ext  your  own  honour  undefiled  maintain ; 
And  lastly,  that  which  sure  your  mind  must  move. 
My  whole  estate  shall  gratify  your  love  • 
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T^!'^ ®  ^u^\?V  .'""''  ^"'^  «'•«  to-morrow's  sun 
pwf^lays  his  light,  by  Heaven  it  shall  be  done. 
J  «€»,  the  contract  with  a  holy  kiss 
And  wiJI  perform,  by  this- my  dea;,  rnd  this— 
Have  comfort,  spouse,  nor  think  thy  lord  unkind 
iis  love,  not  jealousy,  that  fires  my  mind, 
i^or  when  thy  charms  my  soler  thoughts  engaee.    • 
*  nd  jom'd  to  them  my  own  unequal  age       ^  ' 
1    >m  thy  dear  side  I  have  no  power  to  part, 
Such  secret  transports  warm  my  melting  heart. 
*  or  who  that  once  possess'd  those  heavenly  charms, 
l^ould  live  one  moment  absent  from  thy  arms  ? 

/w  l*'^*^*u'  »"^.*^ay  ''ith  modest  grace  replied  ; 
(Weak  was  her  voice,  aa  while  she  spoke  she  cried  •) 
Heaven  knows  (with  that  a  tender  dgh  she  dr"w 
1  have  a  soul  to  save  as  well  as  you  • 
And  what  no  less  you  to  my  charge  commend. 
My  dearest  honour,  will  to  death  defend. 
To  you  in  holy  Church  I  gave  my  hand. 
And  join  d  my  heart  in  wedlock's  sacred  band  : 
Yet,  after  this,  if  you  distrust  my  care. 
Then  hear,  my  lord,  and  witness  what  I  swear  • 
iirst  may  the  yawning  earth  her  bosom  rend. 
And  let  me  hence  to  hell  alive  descend  • 
Or  die  the  death  I  dread  no  less  than  hell. 
Sewed  m  a  sack,  and  plunged  into  a  well : 
l^re  I  my  fame  by  one  lewd  act  disgrace. 
Or  once  renounce  the  honour  of  my  race.     - 
For  know,  Sir  Knight,  of  gentle  blood  I  came. 
I  loathe  a  whore,  and  startle  at  the  name. 
But  jealous  men  on  their  own  crimes  reflect, 
vJt:  ^®*™  J^™™  tbence  their  ladies  to  suspect :     . 

These  doubts  and  fears  of  female  constancy  I 
This  chime  still  rings  in  every  lady's  ear. 
The  only  atram  a  wife  must  hope  to  hear 
WhTrT^     -^  *¥  'P??'^  *  "delong  glance  she  cast. 

She  saw  him  watch  the  motions  of  her  eve 
And  singlod  out  a  pear-tree  planted  nigh :' 
Twas  charged  with  fruit  which  made  a  goodly  shotv 

X  hither  the  obsequious  squ«i  uddt.  =-8'd  his  pa  > 

The  Knight  and  Lady  y  .li.   ,  ;,ene...h  in  vieV. 
Where  let  us  leave  them,  and  onr  tai«  -.— 
Hi«^h'Zrr  ^^^  season  when  the  glorious  sun 

?nd  TnJ!    ^  W"f'  ^^'■^"^'^  *'^«  Twins  had  run; 
And  Jove,  exalted,  his  mild  influence  yields 
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To  glad  tli  globe,  and  paint  the  flowery  fields: 
Clear  waa  the  day,  and  Pho-bua  riging  brighr 
nm  8U '  V  d  the  azui  firmament  with  lidit  • 
He  pierce,    the  glittering  clouds  with  golden  Btreama 

U  Z"i^i  '-'  r??  ?^  '"'^  ^'^''  gonial  beaml' 
mu    ^  .^?^®"' '°  *^-'   ^a'*^  morning  tide. 
The  Fairies  sported  .n  the  garden  side. 
Rn"iiM  ^'^^.^'ist  their  monarch  and  his  bride. 
So  featly  tnpp'd  the  light-foot  ladies  round. 

Th!*  a«'^^*f**  ""V^^^y  **'«'  *^«  green-sward  bou'ul 
That  scarce  they  bent  the  flowers  or  touch'd  the  Kr^und 
The  dances  ended,  all  the  fairy  train  yromia. 

WhiF«  nnTi'^'r''  ^^^'^y^  ^^^  flo'^e'7  plain ; 
While  on  the  bank  reclined  of  rising  green 

Thus  with  a  frown,  the  King  bespoke  his  Queen. 

Tis  too  apparent,  argue  what  you  can, 
The  treachery  you  women  use  to  man : 
A  thousand  authors  have  this  truth  made  out 
And  sad  experience  leaves  no  room  for  doubt ' 

Heaven  rest  thy  spirit,  noble  P  olomon. 
A  wiser  monarch  never  saw  the  sun  • 
All  wealth  all  honours,  the  supreme  degree 
Of  earthly  bliss,  was  well  bestow'd  on  thee , 
lor  sagely  hast  thou  said  :  Of  all  mankind. 
One  only  just  and  righteous,  hope  to  find  • 
But  should  St  thou  search  the  spacious  world  arc  :nd 

mu      ^°°^  woman  is  not  to  be  found 

Th.  HonT*;-''^  w^;?"*  ^^'^  y^*^  wickedness, 
ine  son  of  Sirach  testifi.j  no  less 

So  ir.y  some  wildfire  on  your  bodies  fall 

Ur  some  devouring  flame  consume  you  all  • 

As  well  you  view  the  lecher  in  the  tree, 

And  well  this  honourable  Knight  you  see  : 

But  since  he  's  blind  and  old,  (a  helpless  case.) 

His  squire  shall  cuckold  him  before  your  face 

A  iiT  I  ^^  T?  ^""^^^  """Jesty  I  swear, 

And  by  this  awful  sceptre  which  I  bear, 

No  impious  wretch  shall  'scape  unpunisH'd  Ion;? 

Ihat  in  my  presence  offers  such  a  wrong. 

1   i  •    ^^  instant  undeceive  the  Knight 

And,  m  the  very  act,  restore  his  sight :  ' 
And  set  the  strumpet  here  in  open  view 
A  warning  to  the  ladies,  and  to  you. 
And  all  the  faithless  sex,  for  ever  to  be  true 
^^  And  will  you  so,  replied  the  Queen,  indeed » 
i^oTT,  Dj  ui}'  mothers  soul  it  is  decreed, 
bhe  shall  not  want  an  answer  at  her  need. 

A^/^lht"'^  ^*'''.''*'"  ^Jaughters.  I  '11  engage, 
And  all  the  sex  m  each  succeeding  a^'c- 
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Art  shall  be  theirs  to  varnish  an  offence^ 
And  fortify  their  crimes  with  confidence. 
Nay,  were  they  taken  in  a  strict  embrace, 
Seen  with  both  eyes,  and  pinion'd  on  the  place ; 
All  they  shall  need  is  to  protest  and  swear, 
Breathe  a  soft  sigh,  and  drop  a  tender  tear ; 
Till  their  wise  husbands,  guU'd  by  arts  like  these, 
Grow  gentle,  tractable,  and  tame  as  geese. 

What  though  this  sland'rous  Jew,  this  Solomon, 
Call'd  women  fools,  and  knew  full  many  a  one ; 
The  wiser  wits  of  later  times  declare. 
How  constant,  chaste,  and  virtuous  women  are : 
Witness  the  martyrs,  who  resign'd  their  breath, 
Serene  in  torments,  unconcern'd  in  death ; 
And  witness  next  what  Roman  authors  tell, 
How  Arria,  Portia,  and  Lucretia  fell. 

But  since  the  sacred  leaves  to  all  are  free, 
And  men  interpret  texts,  why  should  not  we  ? 
By  this  no  more  was  meant,  than  to  have  shown. 
That  sovereign  goodness  dwells  in  Him  alone 
Who  only  is,  and  is  but  only  one. 
But  grant  the  worst ;  shall  women  then  be  weigh'd 
By  every  word  that  Solomon  has  said  ? 
What  though  this  king  (as  ancient  story  boasts) 
Built  a  fair  temple  to  the  Lord  of  hosts ; 
He  ceased  at  last  his  Maker  to  adore, 
And  did  as  much  for  idol  gods,  or  more. 
Beware  what  lavish  praises  you  confer 
On  a  rank  lecher  and  idolater ; 
Whose  reign  indulgent  God,  says  Holy  Writ, 
Did  but  for  David's  righteous  sake  permit ; 
David,  the  monarch  after  Heaven's  own  mind, 
Who  loved  our  sex,  and  honour'd  all  our  kind. 

Well,  I'm  a  woman,  and  as  such  must  speak ; 
Silence  would  swell  me,  and  my  heart  would  break, 
Know  then,  I  scorn  your  dull  authorities, 
Your  idle  wits,  and  all  their  learned  lies. 
By  Heaven,  those  authors  are  our  sex's  foes. 
Whom,  in  our  right,  I  must  and  will  oppose. 

Nay,  (quoth  the  King,)  dear  madam,  bo  not  wroth  : 
I  yield  it  up ;  but  since  I  gave  my  oath, 
That  this  much  injured  Knight  again  should  see, 
It  must  be  done — I  am  a  king,  said  he, 
And  one  whose  faith  has  ever  sacred  been 

And  so  has  mine  (she  said^ 1  am  a  "useu  i 

Her  answer  she  shall  have,  I  undertake  ; 
And  thus  an  end  of  all  dispute  I  make. 
Try  when  you  list;  and  you  shall  find,  my  lord, 
It  is  not  in  our  sex  to  break  our  word. 
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We  leave  them  here  in  this  heroic  strain. 
And  to  the  Knight  oar  story  turns  again : 
Who  m  the  garden,  with  his  lovely  May, 
Sung  merrier  than  the  cuckoo  or  the  jay  • 
This  was  his  song;  «  Oh,  kind  and  constant  be. 
Constant  and  kind  I  'II  ever  prove  to  thee." 

Thus  singing  as  he  went,  at  last  he  drew 
ay  easy  steps,  to  where  the  pear-tree  grew : 
The  longing  dame  look'd  up,  and  spied  her  love, 
FuU  fairly  perch'd  among  the  boughs  above. 
g*e  stopp  d,  and  sighing-Oh  I  good  gods,  she  cried. 
What  pangs,  what  sudden  shoots  distend  my  side  I 
Oh  for  that  tempting  fruit,  so  fresh,  so  green: 
Htip,  for  the  love  of  heaven's  immortal  queen; 
Help,  dearest  lord,  and  save  at  once  the  life 
Of  thy  poor  infant,  and  thy  longing  wife  1 

Sore  sigh'd  the  Knight  to  hear  his  Lady's  cry. 
But  could  not  climb,  and  had  no  servant  nigh : 
Old  as  he  was,  and  void  of  eyesight  too, 
What  could,  alas  I  a  helpless  husband  do? 

And  must  I  languish  then,  she  said,  and  die. 
Yet  view  the  lovely  fruit  before  my  eye  ? 
M  least,  kind  sir,  for  charity's  sweet  sake. 
Vouchsafe  the  trunk  between  your  arms  to  take : 
Then  from  your  back  I  might  ascend  the  tree: 

J°.?  ^?.^  ^*°*^P'  *"«*  ^««^^«  *l»e  rest  to  me. 

With  all  my  soul,  he  thus  replied  again. 
Id  spend  my  dearest  blood  to  ease  thy  pain. 
With  that,  his  back  against  the  trunk  he  bent, 
bhe  seized  a  twig,  and  up  the  tree  she  went. 

JNow  prove  your  patience,  gentle  ladies  all  I 
X<or  let  on  me  your  heavy  anger  fall : 
lis  truth  X  toll,  though  not  in  phrase  refined : 
Ihough  blunt  my  tale,  yet  honest  is  my  mind. 
What  feats  the  lady  in  the  tree  might  do. 
ipass,  as  gambols  never  known  to  you: 
«ut  sure  it  was  a  merrier  fit,  she  swore., 
Ihan  in  her  life  she  ever  felt  before. 
T  «  t  *]"**  !^'^°  moment,  lo  I  the  wondering  Knighk 
Look  d  out,  and  stood  restored  to  sudden  sight. 
Straight  on  the  tree  his  eager  eyes  he  bent, 
AS  one  whose  thoughts  were  on  his  spouse  intent; 
But  when  he  saw  his  bosom-wife  so  dress'd, 
±118  rage  was  such  as  cannot  be  Axnrogg'd  . 
^ot  irantic  mothers  when  their  infants  die. 
With  louder  clamours  rend  the  vaulted  sky: 

IwJ  ?  r;  nf^'^'^'A^^.  ^^'"''^'  h°  *««•«  his  hair; 
Death !  hell  I  and  furies  I  what  dost  thou  do  there? 
What  ails  my  lord  ?  tho  trembling  dame  replied  • 
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I  thougHt  yoolr  patience  had  been  better  tried ; 
Ib  this  your  love,  ungrateinl  and  unkind. 
This  my  reward  for  having  cured  the  blind? 
Why  was  I  tanght  to  make  my  husband  see, 
By  struggling  with  a  man  upon  a  tree  1 
Did  I  for  this  the  power  of  magic  prove  ? 
Unhappy  wife,  whose  crime  was  too  much  love } 

If  this  be  struggling,  by  this  holy  light, 
'Tis  Struggling  with  a  vengeance  I  (quoth  the  Knight.) 
So  Heaven  preserve  the  sight  it  has  restored. 
As  with  these  eyes  I  plainly  saw  thee  whored ; 
Whored  by  my  slave— perfidious  wretch !  may  hell 
As  surely  seize  thee,  as  I  saw  too  well. 

Guard  me,  good  angels  I  cried  the  gentle  May, 
Pray  Heaven  this  magic  work  the  proper  way ! 
Alas,  my  love  I  'tis  certain,  could  you  pee, 
You  ne'er  had  used  these  killing  words  to  me ; 
So  help  me,  fates,  as  'tis  no  perfect  sight. 
But  some  faint  glimmering  of  a  doubtful  light. 
What  I  have  said  (quoth  he)  I  must  maintain, 

Por,  by  the  immortal  powers,  it  seem'd  too  plain 

By  all  those  powers,  some  frenzy  seiteJ  i  >ar  mind, 
(Eeplied  the  dame.)    Are  these  the  thanks  1  find  ? 
Wretch  that  I  am,  that  e'er  I  was  st  kind  I 
She  said ;  a  rising  sigh  expressed  her  woe, 
The  ready  tears  apace  began  to  flow, 
And  as  they  fell  she  wiped  from  either  eye 
The  drops,  (for  women,  when  they  list,  can  cry.) 

The  Knight  was  touch'd ;  and  in  his  looks  appear'd 
Signs  of  remorse,  while  thus  his  epouee  he  cheer'd  :— 
Madam,  'tis  past,  and  my  short  anger  o'er  I 
Come  down,  and  vex  your  tender  heart  no  more  j 
Excuse  me,  dear,  if  aught  amiss  was  said. 
For,  on  my  soul,  amends  shall  soon  be  made : 
Let  my  repentance  your  forgiveness  draw, 
By  Heaven,  I  swore  but  what  I  thought  I  saw. 

Ah,  my  loved  lord  I  'twas  much  unkind  (she  cried) 
On  bare  suspicion  thus  to  treat  your  bride. 
But  till  your  sight 's  establish'd  for  a  while. 
Imperfect  objects  may  your  sense  beguile. 
Thus  when  from  sleep  we  first  our  eyea  display, 
The  balls  are  wounded  with  the  piercing  lay, 
And  dusky  vapours  rise,  and  intercept  the  day  t 
So  just  recovering  from  the  shades  of  night, 
Your  swimming  eyes  are  d.runk  with  sudden  liirh*. 
Strange  phantoms  dance  ground,  and  skim  before  your 

Bight. 
Then,  sir,  be  cautions,  nor  too  rashly  deem ; 
Heaven  knows  Iiow  seldom  things  are  what  thov  seem  1 
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Consult  your  reason,  and  you  soon  shall  find 
Iwas  you  were  jealous,  not  your  wife  unkind : 
Jove  ne  er  spoke  oracle  more  true  than  this, 

w®A"*^P  ^  **"°°^  "  ^^'^^^  "^^^  *hink  amiss. 

With  that  she  leap'd  into  her  lord's  embrace. 
With  well-dissembled  virtue  in  her  face. 
He  hugg'd  her  close,  and  kiss'd  her  o'er  and  o'er, 
^isturb  d  with  doubts  and  jealousies  no  more  • 
Both,  pleased  and  blessM,  renew'd  their  mutual  vows, 

m^        ^  ®  *°**  *  believing  spouse. 
T  :  , ,'  ends  our  tale,  whose  moral  next  to  make  ; 
Jjet  all  wise  husbands  hence  example  take ; 
And  pray,  to  crown  the  pleasure  of  their  lives. 
10  be  so  well  deluded  by  their  wives. 
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Behold  the  woes  of  matrimonial  life, 

And  hear  with  reverence  an  experienced  wife  » 

lo  dear-bought  wisdom  give  the  credit  due. 

And  think,  for  once,  a  woman  tells  you  true. 

in  all  these  trials  I  have  borne  a  part, 

I  was  myself  the  scourge  that  caused  the  smart : 

^or,  since  fifteen,  in  triumph  have  I  led 

Five  captive  husbands  from  the  church  to  bed. 

Uinst  saw  a  wedding  once,  the  Scripture  says. 
And  saw  but  one,  'tis  thought,  in  all  his  days; 
Whence  some  infer,  whose  conscience  is  too  nice. 
JNo  pious  Christian  ought  to  marry  twice. 

But  let  them  read,  and  solve  me,  if  they  can. 
The  wprds  address'd  to  the  Samaritan  :  - 

Five  times  in  iawful  wedlock  she  was  join'd  • 
And  sure  the  certain  stint  was  ne'er  defined ' 

AnH  1*^1^'^  and  multiply,"  was  Heavei^'s  command, 
And  that  s  a  text  I  clearly  understand. 
Ihis  too  "Let  men  their  sires  and  mothers  leave. 
And  to  their  dearer  wives  for  ever  cleave." 
More  wives  than  one  by  Solomon  were  tried. 
Or  else  the  wisest  of  mankind 's  belied. 
1  ve  had  myself  full  many  a  merry  fit; 
And  trust  in  Heaven  I  may  have  many  yet. 
au^i^?-^^  ^'  tmusitory  spouse,  unkind," 
Shall  die,  and  leave  his  woeful  wife  behind, 
i    ,  ,*  ®  "®**  ^°°^  Christian  I  can  find. 

r>«„f'  '^  .V***""".^  ^"®  ^'""^^  "«^^»"  servo  our  turn. 
Declared  'twas  better  far  to  wed  than  burn. 
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There  *8  danger  in  assembling  fire  and  tow ; 
I  grant  'em  that,  and  what  it  means  you  know. 
The  same  apostle  too  has  elsewhere  own'd. 
No  precept  for  virginity  he  found : 
'Tis  but  a  counsel— and  we  women  still 
Take  which  we  like,  the  counsel,  or  our  will. 

I  envy  not  their  bliss,  if  he  or  she 
Think  fit  to  live  in  perfect  chastity; 
Pure  let  them  be,  and  f fee  from  taint  or  vice : 
I,  for  a  few  slight  spots,  am  not  so  nice. 
Heaven  calls  us  different  ways,  on  these  bestows 
One  proper  gift,  another  grants  to  those : 
Kot  every  man 's  obliged  to  sell  his  store. 
And  give  up  all  his  substance  to  the  poor; 
Such  as  are  perfect,  may,  I  can't  deny ; 
But,  by  your  leaves,  divines,  so  am  not  I. 

Full  many  a  saint,  since  first  the  world  began, 
Lived  an  unspotted  maid,  in  spite  of  man  : 
Let  such  (a  God's  name)  with  fine  wheat  be  fed, 
And  let  us  honest  wives  eat  barley-bread. 
For  mo,  I  'U  keep  the  post  assign'd  by  Heaven, 
And  use  the  copious  talent  it  has  given : 
Let  my  good  spouse  pay  tribute,  do  me  right, 
And  keep  an  equal  reckoning  every  night : 
His  proper  body  is  not  his,  but  mine; 
For  so  said  Paul,  and  Paul 's  a  sound  divine. 

Enow  then,  of  those  five  husbands  I  have  had. 
Three  were  just  tolerable,  two  were  bad. 
The  three  were  old,  but  rich  and  fond  beside, 
And  toil'd  most  piteously  to  {lease  their  bride : 
But  since  their  wealth  (the  best  they  had)  was  mine, 
The  rest,  without  much  loss,  I  could  resign. 
Sure  to  be  loved,  I  took  no  pains  to  please, 
Yet  had  more  pleasure  far  than  they  had  case. 

Presents  flow'd  in  apace :  with  showers  of  gold. 
They  made  their  court,  like  Jupiter  of  old. 

If  I  but  smiled,  a  sudden  youth  they  found, 
And  a  new  palsy  seized  them  when  I  frown'd. 

Ye  sovereign  wives !  give  ea-,  and  understand. 
Thus  shall  ye  speak,  and  exercise  command. 
For  never  was  it  given  to  mortal  man 
To  lie  so  boldly  as  we  women  can  : 
Forswear  the  fact,  though  seen  with  both  his  eyes. 
And  call  your  maids  to  witness  how  he  lies. 
Hark,  old  Sir  Paul  I  ('twas  thus  I  used  to  say.) 
Whence  is  our  neighbour's  wife  so  rich  and  gay? 
Treated,  caress'd,  where'er  she 's  pleased  to  roam— 
I  sit  in  tatters,  and  immured  at  homo. 
Why  to  her  house  dost  thou  so  oft  repair? 
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'      ^/{  ?  x"  ^**  amorous  ?  and  is  she  so  fair  1 
n  1  but  see  a  cousin  or  a  friend 
Lord !  how  you  swell  and  rage  like  any  fiend ' 
But  you  reel  home,  a  drunken  beastly  bear 
Then  preach  till  n^idnight  in  your  eaW  chair  • 
Cry  wives  are  false,  and  every  woman  evil     ' 
And  give  up  all  that's  female  to  the  devil 

It  poor  (you  say)  she  drai.is  her  husband's  Durse- 
If  nch  she  keeps  her  priest,  or  sometWng  wore?  ' 
If  highly  born,  intolerably  vain,    "*  ''^"'"^  ^°««' 

xsow  gaily  mad,  now  sourly  splenetic 
Freakish  when  well,  and  fretful  when  she's  sick 
If  fair,  then  chaste  she  cannot  long  abide 
By  pressing  youth  attack'd  on  evefy  side  : 
If  foal,  her  wealth  the  lusty  lover  lires 

Or  tt  ^f  r '  '''''  fool-glllant  p  Ses, 
Or  else  she  dances  with  becoming  grace  ' 
Or  shape  excuses  the  defects  of  flee 
1  here  swims  no  goose  so  gray,  but  soon  or  lat^ 
She  finds  some  honest  ga?der  for  her  mate      ' 
Horses  (thou  sayest)  and  asses  men  may  try 
And  ring  suspected  vessels  ere  they  buy  ^^    ^'' 
But  wives,  a  random  choice,  untried  they  take 

TiZ  t?Sl  "thr1?'P'  .^'J'  ^°  wedS  wake; 
And  «n  tl:      ^"'  *•?*  ^^'^  «  removed  away. 
And  all  the  woman  glares  in  open  day.       ^' 

lou  tell  me,  to  preserve  your  wife's  ffon*!  m.o«« 
Your  eyes  must  always  languish  on  myTce^     ' 
Your  tongue  with  constant  flatteries  feed  mv  ear 
And  tag  each  sentence  with.  My  life  I  mv^eaH  ' 

Be^'s^ur  3fi  '^^'''''  ?  ™«^^«^  blusS  be  raised 
«e  sure  my  fine  complexion  must  be  praised 

To  a  long  tram  of  kindred,  friends.  alK  • 

On  ri't'"  r  "S--^  '^'l  *hou  say'st  aJe  lies. 
On  Jenkin,  too,  thou  cast  a  squinting  cvi- 

An  not  thy  Kfr  mJi,  .*/,'  °"  ""'  ^'"'•P> ' 
Ri..  T»w.    "^  ""v"'j  gooas  and  t.eaanro  min«« 
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One  you  shall  qait,  in  spite  of  both  your  eyes— 
I  heed  not,  I,  the  bolts,  the  locks,  the  spies. 
If  you  had  wit,  you  'd  say,  "  Go  where  you  will. 
Dear  spouse,  I  credit  not  the  tales  they  tell : 
Take  all  the  freedoms  of  a  married  life ; 
I  know  thee  for  a  virtuous,  faithful  wife." 

Lord  1  when  yon  have  enough,  what  need  you  care 
How  merrily  soever  others  fare  ? 
Though  all  the  day  I  give  and  take  delight. 
Doubt  not,  sufficient  will  be  left  at  night. 
'Tig  but  a  just  and  rational  desire. 
To  light  a  taper  at  a  neighbour's  fire. 

There's  danger  too,  you  think,  in  rich  array, 
And  none  can  long  be  modest  that  are  gay : 
The  cat,  if  you  but  singe  her  tabby  skin. 
The  chimney  keeps,  and  sits  content  within ; 
But  once  grown  sleek,  will  from  her  corner  run, 
Sport  with  her  tail,  and  wanton  in  the  sun ; 
She  licks  her  fair  round  face,  and  frisks  abroad. 
To  shew  her  fur,  and  to  be  caterwau'd. 

Lo  thus,  my  friends,  I  wrought  to  my  desires 
These  three  right  ancient  venerable  sires. 
I  told  'em,  Thus  you  say,  and  thus  you  do, 
And  told  'em  false,  but  jenkin  swore  'twas  true. 
I,  like  a  dog,  could  bite  as  well  as  whine, 
And  first  complain'd,  whene'er  the  guilt  was  mine. 
I  taz'd  them  oft  with  wencning  and  amours. 
When  their  weak  legs  scarce  dragc'd  'cm  out  of  doors ; 
And  swore  the  rambles  that  I  took  by  night, 
Were  all  to  spy  what  damsels  they  bedight. 
That  colour  brought  me  many  hours  of  mirth ; 
For  all  this  wit  is  given  us  from  our  birth. 
Heaven  gave  to  woman  the  peculiar  grace 
To  spin,  to  weop,  and  cully  human  race. 
By  this  nice  conduct,  and  this  prudent  course. 
By  murmuring,  wheedling,  stratagem,  and  force, 
1  still  prevail'd,  and  would  be  in  the  right, 
Or  ourtain-lectures  made  a  restless  night. 
H  once  my  husband's  arm  was  o'er  my  side. 
What  1  so  familiar  with  your  spouse  f  I  cried : 
I  levied  first  a  tax  upon  his  need ; 
Then  let  him — 'twas  a  nicety  indeed  f 
Let  all  mankind  this  certain  maxim  hold,    ■ 
Marry  who  will,  our  sex  is  to  be  sold. 
With  empty  hands  nc  tarsels  you  can  lure. 
But  fulsome  love  for  gain  we  can  undure; 
For  gold  we  love  the  impotent  and  old, 
And  heave,  and  pant,  and  kiss,  and  cling,  for  gold. 
Yet  with  embraces,  curses  oft  I  mix'd. 
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Then  kiss'd  again,  and  chid  and  rail'd  betwixt. 

Well,  I  may  make  my  will  in  peace,  and  die, 

Jbor  n  >t  one  word  in  man's  arrearg  am  L 

To  drop  a  dear  dispute  I  was  unable. 

Even  though  the  pope  himself  had  sat  at  table. 

But  when  my  point  was  gain'd,  then  thus  I  spoke : 
iiilly,  my  dear,  how  sheepishly  you  look  I 

Approach,  my  spouse,  and  l«t  me  kiss  thy  cheek : 

Thou  shouldst  be  always  thus,  resign'd  and  meek  I 

«r  ,.°H-*  ^f *'  patience  since  so  oft  you  preach. 

.m-  I  •«"',*!  yo"  practise,  who  so  well  can  teach. 

Tis  difficult  to  do,  I  must  allow. 

But  I,  my  dearest,  will  instruct  you  how. 

Great  is  the  blessing  of  a  prudent  wife. 

Who  puts  a  period  to  domestic  strife. 

One  of  us  two  must  rule,  and  one  obey  ; 

And  since  in  man  right  reason  bears  the  sway. 

Let  that  frail  thing,  weak  woman,  have  her  way. 

The  wives  of  all  my  family  have  ruled 

J  heir  tender  husbands,  and  their  passions  cool'd. 
*  le,  tis  unmanly  thus  to  sigh  and  groan : 

What !  would  you  have  me  to  yourself  alone  t 
Why  take  me,  love  I  take  all  and  every  part  I 
Here  8  your  revenge  I  you  love  it  at  your  heart 
Wo«  d  1  vouchsafe  to  sell  what  nature  gave. 
You  little  think  what  custom  I  could  have 
But  see !  I  'm  all  your  own-nay  hold-for  shame  I 
What  mean»%  dear-indeed-you  are  to  blame." 
Thus  with  my  first  three  lords  I  pass'd  mv  life  • 
A  very  woman,  and  a  very  wife.  * 

What  sums  from  these  old  spouses  I  could  raise. 
Procured  young  husbands  in  my  riper  days. 
Though  past  my  bloom,  not  yet  deSay'd  was  L 
Wanton  and  wild,  and  chatter'd  like  a  pie. 
In  country  dances  stiU  I  bore  the  bell 
And  sung  as  sweet  as  evening  Philomel. 
Fnil  nf^'Y  S»a]'-PJPe,  and  refresh  my  soul. 
*ull  oft  I  drain'd  the  spicy  nut-brown  bowl: 
Kich  luscious  wines,  that  youthful  blood  improve. 
And  warm  the  swelling  reins  to  feats  of  iove?^ 
*or  tis  as  sure  as  cold  engenders  hail, 
A  liquorish  mouth  must  have  a  lecherous  tail : 
Wine  lets  no  lover  unrewarded  go, 

R^.  1^®J!*?®**!"?  ^.  experience  know. 
n„" -Vi  iu'  1"'^'^  ^^'''  whene'er  a  thought  1  cast 
On  all  the  joys  of  youth  and  beauty  pSt, 
To  find  m  pleasures  I  have  had  my  pWt. 

S  Sw  ™'  t  *^^  ^^^"^  °'  my  h^rt. 
inis  wicked  world  was  once  my  dear  delight; 
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Now  all  my  conquests,  all  my  charms,  good  night  • 
The  flour  consumed,  the  best  that  now  I  can 
Is  even  to  make  my  market  of  the  bran,      ' 

My  fourth  dear  spouse  was  not  exceeding  true : 
He  kept,  'twas  thought,  a  private  miss  or  two : 
But  all  that  score  I  paid— as  how?  you'll  say 
Not  with  my  body,  in  a  filthy  way : 
But  I  so  dress'd,  and  danced,  and  drank,  and  dined; 
And  view  d  a  friend,  with  eyes  so  very  kind. 
As  stung  his  heart,  and  made  his  marrow  fry 
With  burning  rage,  and  frantic  jealousy.        ' 
His  soul,  I  hope,  enjoys  eternal  glory, 
For  here  on  earth  I  was  his  purgatory. 
Oft,  whe.    his  shoe  the  most  severely  wrung. 
He  put  on  carelest.  airs,  and  sat  and  sung. 
How  sore  I  gall'd  him,  only  Heaven  could  know. 
And  he  that  felt,  and  I  that  caused  the  woe. 
He  died,  when  last  from  pilgrimage  I  came) 
With  other  gossips  from  Jerusalem  ; 
And  now  lies  buried  underneath  a  rood, 
Pair  to  be  seen,  and  re— ed  of  honest  wood. 
A  tomb,  indeed,  with  fewer  sculptures  graced 
Than  that  Mausolus'  pious  widow  placed, 
Or  where  enshrined  the  great  Darius  lay'; 
But  cost  on  graves  is  merely  thrown  away.   • 
The  pit  fill'd  up,  with  turf  we  cover'd  o'er; 
So  bless  the  good  man's  soul,  I  say  no  more. 

/ir^°7rt^^  ™y  ^^^^  '°^®^  ^^^^'  **^6  ^ast  and  best; 

(Kind  Heaven,  afford  him  everlasting  rest !) 

Full  hearty  was  his  love,  and  I  can  shew 

The  tokens  on  my  ribs  in  black  and  blue ; 

Yet,  with  a  knack,  my  heart  he  could  have  won. 

While  yet  the  smart  was  shooting  in  the  bone. 

How  quaint  an  appetite  in  woman  reigns  I 

Free  gifts  we  scorn,  and  love  what  costs  us  pains  : 

liCt  men  avoid  us,  and  on  them  we  leap; 

A  glutted  market  makes  provision  cheap. 

In  pure  good  will  I  took  this  jovial  spark, 
Of  Oxford  he,  a  most  egregious  clerk. 
He  boarded  with  a  widow  in  the  town, 
A  trusty  gossip,  one  dame  Alison : 
Full  well  the  secrets  of  my  soul  she  knew. 
Better  than  e'er  our  parish  priest  could  do 
To  her  I  told  whatever  could  befall : 
Had  but  my  husband  piss'd  against  a  wall, 
v-f  uuac  a  tmng  that  niiglit  Ljf.ve  cost  his  life, 
She—and  my  niece— and  one  more  worthy  wife, 
Had  known  it  all :  what  most  he  would  conceal. 
To  these  I  made  no  scruple  to  reveal. 
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Oft  has  he  blush'd  from  ear  to  ear  for  shame. 
Ihat  e  er  he  told  a  secret  to  his  dame. 

It  so  befell,  in  holy  time  of  Lent, 
That  oft  a  day  I  to  this  gossip  went; 
(My  husband,  thank  my  stars,  was  out  of  town :) 
jbrom  house  to  house  we  rambled  up  and  down. 
Ihis  clerk,  myself,  and  my  good  neighbour  Alse. 
To  see,  be  seen,  to  tell,  and  gather  tales. 
Visits  to  every  church  we  daily  paid, 
And  march'd  in  every  holy  masquerade. 
Ihe  stations  duly  and  the  vigils  kept; 
^ot  much  we  fasted,  but  scarce  ever  slept. 
At  sermons  too  I  shone  in  scarlet  gay 

III  T*'"^  ""??  "f  ^''  'P«^^'*l  ^y  I'est  array; 
1  he  cause  was  this,  I  wore  it  every  day. 

JhTfni''  V '^  ^'J'f'  ^""^  ^^"^  «a^ly  blossoms  yields, 
This  clerk  and  I  were  walking  in  the  fields. 
We  grew  so  intimate,  I  can't  tell  how. 

If  e  er  I  laid  my  husband  in  his  urn, 

lliat  he,  und  only  he,  should  serve  my  turn. 

I /ti?l  hnfi  fT^  ^^"*^«'  *'^«  ^^^Sa'»  ^aa  agreed ; 
1  still  have  shifts  against  a  time  of  need:  ' 

ihe  mouse  that  always  trusts  to  one  poor  hole 
Can  never  be  a  mouse  of  any  soul. 

AndT3'  Lf?'"'^  T^i  'l^fP  «^°*^  fi»"S*  I  l^new  him, 
And  durst  be  sworn  he  had  bewitch'd  me  to  him 
If  e'er  I  slept,  I  dream'd  of  him  alone  ' 

aS  f  htT' I"''!* ']^'/'  ^"^^°^d  ™en  have  shewn : 

^flllow'J  rf  '■  ''"*  ^r^"«'  «'^'  I  l^ad  none :       ' 
Ifollow  d  but  my  crafty  crony's  lore, 

Th  ^'^"^^^^1  *^^«  lie-and  twenty  more. 

It  pleSed'the^lt^  'T^  T °*^  ^^  "^«'»»'^  ^«  VnsB'd : 
11  pleased  the  Lord  to  take  my  spouse  at  last 

Ai'/t'^f  ^'^T'  ^  ««»l'*i  ^y  l««ks  wfth  dust 
And  beat  my  breasts,  as  wretched  widows-mus*,     ■• 
To  mM  ^r  ?»y  handk'.rchief  I  spreld. 
To  hide  the  flood  of  tears     -iid-not  shed 

So7nd"*\hT°>  I'f  "^  *°  '^'  ^^^--^b  >^'«  borne; 
Around,  the  neighbours,  and  my  clerk  to  mon^ 

ut  legs  and  feet,  so  clean,  so  strong,  so  fair  1 
Of  twenty  wmterg  age  he  seem'd  to  hi; 
1  (to  say  truth)  was  twenty  more  than  he- 

An/1  k«i "  """V'  ^  ""^^y  duaoixi  dame: 

And  had  a  wondrous  gift  to  quench  a  flame 
A  conjuror  once,  that  deeply  could  diviS? 
Assured  me.  Mars  in  Taurus  was  mvs?g„ 
As  the  stars  order'd,  such  my  life  has  £  • 
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^las,  alas,  that  ever  love  was  sin  I 
Fair  Venus  gave  me  fire,  and  sprightly  erace 
And  Mars  assurance,  and  a  dauntless  fa?«' 

1  follow  d  always  my  own  inclination.    ' 
Uut^to  my  tale :  A  month  scarce  pass'd  awav 

All  I  possess  d  I  gave  to  his  command,  ^ 

BiKf  .'  ^"'l*^"^]^'  °»oney,  house/aad  land- 
But  oft  repented,  and  repent  it  still  •  " 

He  proved  a  rebel  to  my  sovereign  will  • 
JJ^y'  ?«f  by  Heaven  he  struck  me  on  the  face  • 

Sh,hh  *^  *^'  ^"'*'  t"^  J"^««  yourselves  the  cSe 
Stubborn  as  any  lioness  was  I  • 

And  knew  full  well  to  raise  my  voice  on  hiirh  . 
-^  true  a  rambler  as  I  was  beforl,  ^  ' 

And  would  be  so.  in  spite  of  all  he  swore 
He^mst  this  xigh.  Wly  wouW  aS, 
And  old  examples  sch  before  my  eyes • 
Tell  how  the  llomau  xaatrons  lldlhlir  life 
?L  T^'^f  '"''^"'''  ^'^d  I>«"i«8'  wife      ' 

WkhiV'  ''''"""'  ^  ^««^^°»'d  his  wit, 
With  some  grave  sentence  out  of  Holy  Writ 

PrkkTSs  bHn'K  ^'°  '""^«  ^^  hc^e  on  sands, 
rricks  his  blind  horse  across  the  fallow  lands- 

Or  lets  his  wife  abroad  with  pilgrims  r^am' 

Deserves  a  fool's-cap  and  lon|eS^t  C  e. 

All  this  avail'd  not;  for  whoe'er  he  be 

That,  ...1,8  my  faults,  I  hate  him  mortSlIv  ■ 

And  60  do  numbers  more,  I'll  boldly  gav  ' 

Men,  women,  clergy,  regular  and  laj^ 

A  fLTT  ^7^""  '^*''  y°"  ^"0^^.  to  learning  bred) 
A  certain  treatise  oft  at  evening  read.        ^      ^ 

S'^fl  ?i^?'«,.*"t^o™  (^^om  the  devi  confound 
For  all  their  lies !)  were  in  one  volume  bound 
Vaknufl,  whole;  and  of  Si  Jerome,  part? 
Chrysippus  and  Tertullian,  Ovid's  Art 
Solomon's  Proverbs,  Eloisa's  l^veg  •     ' 
And  many  more  than  sure  the  Church  apDrovea 
More  legends  were  there  here,  of  wickedSs 

Yr^Av''^'^"^  iiauais  tae  Drcaai,  where  learning  lies 
And  Venus  sete  ere  Mercury  can  rise  "^  "®*' 

Ihose  plajr  the  scholars  who  can't  play  the  men 
And  use  that  weapon  which  they  h^ave,  thei?pen  j 
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It  chftnoeil  my  hiislMUid,  on  a  winter  a  iiipht, 
Read  In  thin  lKX)k,  a'.ouil,  with  strauge  dellulit. 
How  the  flvat  female  (a«  the  Scriptiires  show) 
Brought  her  own  spouse  and  all  his  race  to  w.w. 

—I'age  i 
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When  old,  and  past  tbe  relish  of  delight. 
Then  down  they  sit,  and  in  their  dotage  write. 
That  not  one  woman  keeps  her  marriage-vow. 
(This  by  the  way,  but  to  my  purpose  now.) 

It  chanced  my  husband,  on  a  winter's  night, 
Read  in  this  book,  aloud,  with  strange  delight, 
How  the  first  female  (as  the  Scriptures  shew) 
Brought  her  own  spouse  and  all  his  race  to  woe. 
How  Samson  fell ;  and  he  whom  Dejaniro 
Wrapp'd  in  the  envenom'd  shirt,  and  set  on  firo. 
How  cursed  Eryphile  her  lord  betray'd, 
And  the  dire  ambush  Clytemnestra  laid. 
But  what  most  pleased  him  was  the  Cretan  dame. 
And  husband-bull— oh,  monstrous !  fie  for  shame  I 

He  had  by  heart,  the  whole  detail  of  woe 
Xantippe  made  her  good  man  undergo ; 
How  oft  she  scolded  in  a  day,  he  knew. 
How  many  jordens  on  the  sage  she  threw; 
"Who  took  it  patiently,  and  wiped  his  head ; 
"Eain  follows  thunder :"  that  was  all  he  said. 
He  read  how  Arius  to  his  friend  complain'dj 
A  fatal  tree  was  growing  in  his  land. 
On  which  three  wives  successively  had  twined 
A  sliding  noose,  and  wavered  in  the  wind. 
Where  grows  this  plant,  (replied  the  friend,)  oh,  where? 
For  better  fruit  did  never  orchard  bear. 
Give  me  some  slip  of  this  most  blissful  tree. 
And  in  my  garden  planted  shall  it  be. 

Then  how  two  wives  their  lords'  destruction  prove, 
Through  hatred  one,  and  one  through  too  much  love ; 
That  for  her  husband  mix'd  a  poisonous  drano 'vi;, 
And  this  for  lust  an  amorous  philtre  bought :" 
The  nimble  juice  soon  seized  his  giddy  head, 
Frantic  at  night,  and  in  the  morning  dead. 

How  some  with  swords  their  sleeping  lords  have  slain, 
And  some  have  hammer'd  nails  into  their  brain. 
And  some  have  drench'd  them  witba  deadly  po'tion; 
All  ihis  he  read,  and  read  with  great  devotion. 
Long  time  I  heard,  and  swell'd,  and  blush'd,  and 
frown'd; 
But  when  no  end  of  these  vile  tales  I  found. 
When  still  he  read,  and  laugh'd,  and  read  again. 
And  half  the  night  was  thus  consumed  in  vain ; 
Troyoked  to  vengeance,  three  large  leaves  I  tore. 

With  that  my  husband  in  a  fury  rose. 

And  down  he  settled  me  with  hearty  blows. 

I  groan'd,  and  lay  extended  on  my  side; 

Oh  I  thou  hast  slain  me  for  my  wealth,  (I  cried ;) 
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Yet  I  forgive  thee— take  ray  last  embrace— 
He  wept,  kind  soul !  and  stoop'd  to  kiaa  my  face  • 
1  took  him  such  a  box  as  turn'd  him  blue, 
Then  sigh'd  and  cried,  Adieu,  my  dear,  adieu  ! 

iiut  after  many  a  hearty  struggle  past, 
I  condescended  to  be  pleased  at  last. 
Soon  as  he  said,  My  mistress  and  my  wife, 
1)0  what  you  list,  the  term  of  all  your  life : 
A    A     ***  ^*^^^*'  ^^^  inerits  of  the  cause, 
And  stood  content  to  rule  by  wholesome  laws- 
Keceived  the  reins  of  absolute  command. 
With  all  the  government  of  house  and  land, 
And  empire  o'er  his  tongue,  and  o'er  his  hand. 
As  for  the  volume  that  reviled  the  dames, 
Twas  torn  to  fragments,  and  condemn'd  to  flamea 
l^ow  Heaven,  on  all  my  husbands  gone,  bestow 
Pleasures  above,  for  tortures  felt  below : 
That  rest  they  wish'd  for,  grant  them  in  the  grave. 
And  bless  those  souls  my  conduct  help'd  to  save  J 
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[Abelard  and  Eloisa  flourished  in  the  twelfth  century 
they  were  two  of  the  most  distinguished  persons  of  their 
age,  in  learning  and  beauty.    Abelard,  though  a  canon  in 
the  Cathedral  of  Paris,  married  Eloisa  privately.    After  a 
long  course  of  calamities,  they  retired  each  to  a  separate 
convent,  and  consecrated  the  remainder  of  their  days  to 
religion.     It  was  many  years  after  this  separation  that  a 
letter  of  Abelard's  to  a  friend,  which  contained  the  history 
of  his  misfortunes,  fell  into  the  hands  of  Eloisa.     This 
awakening  all  her  tenderness,  occasioned  those  celebrated 
letters  out  of  which  the  following  is  partly  extracted. 
AbelM-d  died  m  1142,  and  Eliosa  in  1163;  they  were  buried 
side  by  side  in  the  Monastery  of  the  Paraclete;  the  tomb 
was  afterwards  removed  to  the  cemetery  of  Pdre  la  Chaise 
in  Paris,  where  it  now  stands.]  ' 

In  these  deep  solitudes  and  awful  cells, 
Where  heavenly-pensive  Contemplation  dwells. 
And  over-musing  Melancholy  reigns; 
What  means  this  tumult  in  a  vestal's  veins  ? 
Why  rove  my  thoughts  beyond  this  last  retreat? 
Why  feels  my  heart  its  long-forgotten  heat? 
Yet  yet  I  love  !— From  Abelard  it  came. 
And  Eloisa  yet  must  kiss  the  name. 

Dear  fatal  name  I  rest  ever  unreveal'd, 
gor  pass  these  lips,  in  holy  silence  seal'd : 
Hide  It,  my  heart,  within  that  close  disguise 
Where:  mix'd  with  Gud'a.  his  Ir-.v^J  s.J^i.,  •.:„.. . 
Oh  write  it  not,  my  hand— the  namrappeara 
Already  written—wash  it  out,  my  tears  1 
In  vain  lost  EloYsa  weeps  and  prays, 
Her  heart  still  dictates,  and  her  hand  obeya 
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Belentlees  walla  i  whose  darkeome  round  contains 
Repentant  sighs,  and  voluntary  pains : 
Ye  rugged  rocks,  which  holy  knees  have  worn : 
Ye  grots  and  caverns  shagg'd  with  horrid  thorn  ! 
Shrines  1  where  their  vigils  pale-eyed  virgins  keep, 
And  pitying  saints,  whose  statues  learn  to  weep ! 
Though  cold  like  you,  unmoved  and  silent  grown, 
I  have  not  yet  forgot  myself  to  stone. 
All  is  not  Heaven's  while  Abelard  has  part. 
Still  rebel  nature  holds  out  half  my  heart; 
Nor  prayers  nor  fasts  its  stubborn  pulse  restrain. 
Nor  tears  for  ages  taught  to  flow  in  vain. 

Soon  aa  thy  letters  trembling  I  unclose. 
That  well-known  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 

0  name,  for  ever  sad  !  for  ever  dear ! 

Still  breathed  in  sighs,  still  usher'd  with  a  tear. 

1  tremble,  too,  whene'er  my  own  I  find ; 
Some  dire  misfortune  follows  close  behind. 
Line  after  line  my  gushing  eyes  o'erflow, 
Led  through  a  sad  variety  of  woe : 

Now  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  my  bloom, 
Lost  in  a  convent's  solitary  gloom ! 
There  stern  Religion  quench'd  the  unwilling  flame. 
There  died  the  best  of  passions,  Love  and  Fame. 

Yet  write,  oh  I  write  me  all,  that  I  may  join 
Griefs  to  thy  griefs,  and  echo  sighs  to  thine. 
Nor  foes  nor  fortune  take  this  power  away ; 
And  is  my  Abelard  less  kind  than  they  ? 
Tears  still  are  mine,  and  those  I  need  not  spare, 
Lovo  but  demands  what  else  were  shed  in  prayer; 
No  happier  task  these  faded  eyes  pursue , 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  they  now  can  do. 

Then  share  thy  pain,  allow  that  sad  relief; 
Ah,  more  than  share  it !  give  me  all  thy  griof. 
Heaven  first  taught  letters  for  some  wretch's  aid, 
Some  banish'd  lover,  or  some  captive  maid ; 
They  live,  they  speak,  they  breathe  what  love  iuspires^ 
Warm  from  the  soul,  and  faithful  to  its  fires, 
The  virgin's  wish  without  her  fears  impart, 
Excuse  the  blush,  and  pour  out  all  the  heart, 
Speed  the  soft  intercourse  from  soul  to  soul. 
And  waft  a  sigh  from  Indus  to  the  Pole. 

Thou  know'st  how  guiltless  first  I  met  thy  flamo, 
}Yhen  Lovo  npproach'd  me  under  friendship's  name; 
My  fttucy  iorui"d  the6  01  angdiio  Kina, 
Some  emanation  of  the  all-beauteous  Mind. 
Those  smiling  eyes,  attempering  every  ray, 
Shone  sweetly  lambent  with  celestial  day. 
Guiltless  I  gazed,  Heaven  listcn'd  while  yon  sung, 
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And  truths  divine  came  mended  from  that  tongue 
From  lips  like  those  what  precept  fail'd  to  move  ?  * 
Too  soon  they  taught  me  'twas  no  sin  to  love : 
Back  through  the  paths  of  pleasing  sense  I  ran 
Nor  wish'd  an  angel  whom  I  loved  a  man. 
Dim  and  remote  the  joys  of  saints  I  see ; 
If  or  envj-  them  that  heaven  I  lose  for  thee. 

Canst  thou  forget  that  sad,  that  solemn  day. 
When  victims  at  yon  altar's  foot  we  lay? 
Canst  thou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fell 
When,  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  farewell  ? 
As  with  cold  lips  I  kiss'd  the  sacred  veil, 
The  shrines  all  trembled,  and  the  lamps  grew  pale  • 
Heaven  scarce  believed  the  conquest  it  survey'd. 
And  saints  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  made. 
Yet  then,  to  those  dread  altars  as  I  drew, 
Not  on  the  cross  my  eyes  were  fix'd,  but  you : 
Not  grace,  or  zeal,  love  only  was  my  call, 
And  if  I  lose  thy  love,  I  lose  my  all. 
Come !  with  thy  looks,  thy  words  relieve  my  woe, 
Ihose  still  at  least  are  left  thee  to  bestow. 
w-'u"° '  *"s**""ct  me  other  joys  to  orize. 
With  other  beauties  charm  my  partial  eyes, 
lull  m  my  view  set  all  the  bright  abode, 

A  u  "^  ^^'''^  *1"^*  Abelard  for  God. 

Ah,  think  at  least  thy  flock  deserves  thy  care. 
I  lants  of  thy  hand,  and  children  of  thy  prayer: 
Irom  the  false  world  in  early  youth  they  fled. 
By  t  !ee  to  mountains,  wilds,  and  deserts  led. 
You  reused  these  hallow'd  walls;  the  desert  smiled. 
And  i  aradiso  was  open'd  in  the  Wild. 
No  weeping  orphan  saw  his  father's  stores 
Uur  shrines  irradiate,  or  emblaze  the  floore  • 
No  Sliver  saints,  by  dying  misers  given,      ' 
Jiere  bribed  the  rage  of  ill-requited  Heaven : 
tiat  such  plain  roofs  as  piety  could  raise, 
And  only  vocal  with  the  Maker's  praise.  \ 
In  these  lone  wall8,-(thcir  days'  eternal  bound,) 
J  hese  moss-grown  domes  with  spiry  turrets  crown'd.  . 
Where  awful  arches  make  a  noonday  night.  ' 

And  the  dim  windows  shed  a  solemn  light  j 
1  hy  eyes  difl-used  a  reconciling  ray, 
And  gleams  of  glory  brighten'd  all  the  day. 
'i-    *»o^  no  face  divine  contentment  wcaiu. 

i  IB  All    hlgnlr  aaA..,^^     ±!  •    .  ' 

See  how  the  force  of  others'  prayers  I  try. 
(O  pious  fraud  of  amorous  charity  I) 
But  why  should  I  on  others'  prayers  depend? 
Come  thou,  my  father,  brother,  husband,  fdond  I 
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Ah,  let  thy  handmaid,  sister,  daughter,  move, 

And  all  those  tender  names  in  one,  thv  love  l' 

The  darksome  pines  that  o'er  yon  rocks  reclined 

Wave  high,  and  murmur  to  the  hollow  Ti-ind, 

The  wandering  streams,  that  shine  between  the  hilla. 

The  grots  that  echo  to  the  tinkling  rills, 

The  dying  gales  that  pant  upon  the  trees. 

The  lakes  that  quiver  to  the  curling  breeze; 

No  more  these  scenes  my  meditation  aid, 

Or  lull  to  rest  the  visionary  maid. 

But  o'er  the  twlight  groves  and  dusky  caves, 

Long-sounding  aisles,  and  intermingled  grrvves. 

Black  Melancholy  siti,  and  round  her  throws 

A  deathlike  silence,  and  a  dread  repose : 

Her  gloomy  presence  saddens  all  the  scene, 

Shades  every  flower,  and  darkens  every  green. 

Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  falling  floods. 

And  breathes  a  browner  horror  on  the  woods. 
Yet  here  for  ever,  ever  must  I  stay; 

Sad  proof  how  well  a  lover  can  obey  f 

Death,  only  Death,  can  break  the  lasting  chain; 

And  here,  even  then,  shall  my  cold  dust  remain ; 

Here  all  its  frailties,  all  its  flames  resign, 

And  wait  till  'tis  no  sin  to  mix  with  thine. 

Ah  wretch  !  believed  the  spouse  of  God  in  vain, 

Confess'd  within  the  slave  of  love  and  man. 

Assist  me.  Heaven !  but  whence  arose  that  prayer! 

Sprung  it  from  piety,  or  from  despair  ? 

Even  here,  where  frozen  chastity  retires, 

Love  finds  an  altar  for  forbidden  fires. 

I  ought  to  grieve,  but  cannot  what  I  ought ; 

I  mourn  the  lover,  not  lament  the  fault; 

I  view  my  crime,  but  kindle  at  the  view, 

Kepent  old  pleasures,  and  solicit  new ; 

Kow  turn'd  to  Heaven,  I  weep  my  past  offence, 

Now  think  of  thee'  and  curse  my  innocence. 

Of  all  affliction  taught  a  lover  yet, 

^Tis  sure  the  hardest  science  to  forget  1 

How  shall  I  lose  the  sin,  yet  keep  the  sense  ? 

And  love  the  offender,  yet  detest  the  cfience  ? 

How  the  dear  object  from  the  crime  remove 

Or  how  distinguish  penitence  from  love  ? 

Unequal  task  I  a  passion  to  resign, 

For  hearts  so  touch'd,  so  pierced,  so  lost  as  mine. 

Ere  such  a  soul  reizaina  its  peaceful  stat^^ 
How  often  must  it  love,  how  often  hate ! 
How  often  hope,  despair,  resent,  regret, 

Conceal,  disdain,— do  all  things  but  forget  t 
But  let  Heaven  seize  it,  all  at  once  'tis  fired; 


Vel  here  for  evei.  vwi  inUot  T  oi.rt>, 

Siut  proof  how  well  n  lover  can  olK-y ; 

Detttli.  only  rteHth,  chu  lir^ftk  tho  liwtingf  chain, 

And  here,  even  then,  ahull  my  cold  (hint  remain. 

—Eloiia  to  Al)<:lard,  p«j/«  2V3. 
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Kot  toacli'd,  but  rapt;  not  waken'd,  but  Imroired  1 
Oh  come  I  oh  teach  me  nature  to  subdue, 
Eenounce  my  lov^  my  life,  myself— and  you. 
Fill  my  fond  heart  with  God  alone,  for  he 
Alone  can  rival,  can  succeed  to  thee. 

How  happy  is  the  blameless  vestal's  lot  I 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot: 
Eternal  sunshine  of  the  spotless  mind  1 
Each  prayer  accepted  and  each  wish  resign'd; 
J^abour  and  rest,  that  equal  periods  keep ; 
'Obedient  slumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep-" 
Desires  composed,  affections  ever  even; 
Tears  that  delight,  and  sighs  that  waft  to  heaven, 
Orace  shines  around  her  with  serenest  beams. 
And  whisp»ing  angels  prompt  her  golden  dreams. 
*  or  her  the  unfading  rose  of  Eden  blooms. 
And  wings  of  seraphs  shed  divine  perfumes- 
For  her  the  spouse  prepares  the  bridal-ring/ 
For  her  white  virgins  hymeneals  sing. 
To  sounds  of  heavenly  harps  she  dies  away. 
And  melts  in  visions  of  eternal  day. 

Far  other  dreams  my  erring  soul  employ. 
Farotherraptures,  of  unholy  joy: 
When  at  the  close  of  each  sad,  sorrowing  day. 
Fancy  restores  what  vengeance  snatch'd  away 
Then  conscience  sleeps,  and  leaving  nature  freo, 
All  my  loosed  soul  unbounded  springs  to  thee. 
Iwake :— no  more  I  hear,  no  more  I  view, 
T3ie  phantom  flies  me,  as  unkind  as  you. 
I  call  aloud;  it  hears  not  what  I  say : 
I  stretch  my  empty  arms;  it  glides  away. 
To  dream  once  more.I  close  my  wilUng  eyes  : 
Te  soft  illusions,  dear  deceits,  arise; 
Alas,  no  more  1  methinks  we  wandering  go 
Through  dreary  wastes,  and  weep  each  other's  woo, 
K?'  "^""i^ome  mouldering  tower,  pale  ivy  creeM. 
And  low-brow'd  rocks  hang  nodding  o'^  the  deeps : 
Sudden  you  mount,  you  beckon  from  the  skies- 
Uoudfl  interpose,  waves  roar,  and  winds  arise.  * 
1  shriek,  start  up,  the  same  sad  prospect  find. 
A^  wake  to  all  the  griefs  I  left  behind. 

For  thee  the  Pates,  severely  kind,  ordain 
A.  cool  suspense  from  pleasure  and  f -om  pain: 
JPhy  hfe  a  long  dead  calm  of  fix'd  renose : 
^o  puisa  iuut  riots,  and  no  blood  that  gl6w»         "* 
mm  as  the  sea,  ere  winds  were  taught  to  blow. 
Or  moving  spirit  bade  the  waters  flow  j 
i  i  **«  J    B'umbers  of  a  saint  forgiven, 
And  mUd  m  opening  gleama  of  promised  heaven. 
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Come,  Abelard  t  for  what  hast  thou  to  dread  t 
The  torch  of  Venus  bums  not  for  the  dead. 
Kature  stands  check'd ;  Beligion  disapproves; 
Even  thou  art  cold — yet  Elo'isa  loves. 
Ah  hopeless,  lasting  flames ;  like  those  that  bum 
To  light  the  dead,  and  warm  the  unfruitful  urn. 

What  scenes  appear  where'er  I  turn  my  view ? 
The  dear  ideas,  where  I  fly,  pursue, 
I  waste  the  matin  lamp  in  sighs  for  thee. 
Thy  image  steals  between  my  God  and  me. 
Thy  voice  I  seem  in  every  hymn  to  hear. 
With  every  bead  I  drop  too  soft  a  tear. 
When  from  the  censer  clouds  of  fragrance  roll. 
And  swelling  organs  lift  the  rising  soul, 
One  thought  of  thee  puts  all  the  pomp  to  flight. 
Priests,  tapers,  temples,  swim  before  my  sight : 
In  seas  of  flame  my  plunging  soul  is  drown'd. 
While  altars  blaze,  and  angels  tremble  round. 

While  prostrate  here  in  humble  grief  I  lie. 
Kind,  virtuous  drops  just  gathering  in  my  eye, 
Fhile  praying,  trembling,  in  the  dust  I  rcU, 
And  dawning  grace  is  opening  on  my  soul : 
Come,  if  thou  dar'st,  all  charming  as  thou  art ! 
Oppose  thyself  to  Heaven ;  dispute  my  heart; 
Come,  with  one  glance  of  those  deluding  eyes 
Blot  out  each  bright  idea  of  the  skies ; 
Take  back  that  grace,  those  sorrows,  and  those  tears; 
Take  back  my  fruitless  penitence  and  prayers; 
Snatch  me,  just  mounting,  from  the  blest  abode ; 
Assist  the  fiends,  and  tear  me  from  my  Qod  i 
No,  fly  me,  fly  me,  far  as  pole  from  pol<^  • 
Bise  Alps  between  us !  and  whole  oceans  roll  I 
Ah,  come  not,  write  not,  think  not  once  o^  me, 
Nor  share  one  pang  of  all  I  felt  for  thee. 
Thy  oaths  I  quit,  thy  memory  resign ; 
Forget,  renounce  me,  hate  whate'er  was  mine. 
Fair  eyes,  and  tempting  looks,  (which  yet  I  view  I) 
Long-loved,  adored  ideas,  ail  adieu  I 
0  grace  serene !  O  virtue  heavenly  fair  I 
Divine  oblivion  of  low-thoughted  Care ! 
Fresh-blooming  Hope,  gay  daughter  of  the  sky  I 
And  Faith,  our  early  immortality  I 
Bnter,  each  mild,  each  amicable  guest; 
Beceive,  and  wrap  me  in  eternal  rest  i 

k}CC  AAA  £«c^  ccii  £SU\i  j^ivxsa  t^^Wtixif 

Propp'd  on  some  tomb,  a  neighbour  of  the  dead. 
In  each  low  wind  methinks  a  spirit  calls. 
And  more  than  echoes  talk  along  the  walls. 
Bere,  as  I  watch'd  the  dying  lamps  around. 
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Pro:r  yonder  shrine  I  heard  a  hollow  sound. 

Coiue,  sister,  come  I"  it  said,  or  seem'd  to  say; 
"Thy  place  is  here,  sad  sister,  come  away : 
Once  like  thyself,  I  trembled,  wept,  and  pra/d. 
Loves  victim  then,  though  now  a  sainted  maid: 
iJSit  all  IS  calm  in  this  eternal  sleep; 
Here  Grief  forgets  to  groan,  and  Love  to  weep, 
Jfi  en  Superstition  loses  every  fear : 
For  God,  not  man,  absolves  our  frailties  here." 
I  come,  I  come  1  prepare  your  roseate  bowers, 
Leiestial  palms,  and  ever-blooming  flowers. 
Thither,  where  sinners  may  have  rest,  I  go, 
Where  flames  refined  in  breasts  seraphic  glow : 
Thou,  Abelard  I  the  last  sad  office  pay. 
And  smooth  my  passage  to  the  "ealms  of  day : 
See  my  lips  tremble,  and  my  eyeballs  roll, 
Suck  my  last  breath,  and  catch  my  flying  soul  I 
Ah  no  !—in  sacred  vestments  mayst  thou  stand. 
The  hallow  d  taper  trembling  in  thy  hand. 
Present  the  cross  before  my  lifted  eye. 
Teach  me  at  once,  and  learn  of  me,  to'  die. 
Ah  then,  thy  once-loved  Eloisa  see  I 
It  will  be  then  no  crime  to  gaze  on  me. 
See  from  my  cheek  the  transient  roses  fly ! 
See  the  last  ijparkle  languish  iu  my  eye  I 
Till  every  motion,  pulse,  and  breach  be  o'er: 
And  even  my  Abelard  be  loved  no  more. 
O  Death,  all-eloquent  I  you  only  prove 
"hat  dust  we  dote  on,  when  'tis  man  we  love 

/mC  *®°'  *°°'  Y^i^  ^^*®  8^*^^  *^y  fair  frame  destroy, 
(That  cause  of  all  my  guilt,  and  all  my  joy,) 
In  trance  ecstatic  may  thy  pangs  be  drown'd, 
Bright  clouds  descend,  and  angels  watch  thee  round, 
^rom  opening  sKies  may  streaming  glories  shine. 
And  saints  bkoeivb  thee  with  a  love  like  mine 

May  one  kind  grave  unite  each  hapless  name. 
And  graft  my  love  immortal  on  thy  fanle  I 
Then,  ages  hence,  when  all  my  woes  are  o'er. 
When  this  rebellious  heart  shall  beat  no  more  • 
If  ever  chance  two  wandering  lovers  brings     ' 
To  Paraclete  s  white  walls  and  silver  springs, 

?«^  ?•  ^wl^^n  ^  '''^"  ^'^'^^  J°i"  *li^ir  heads: 
And  drink  the  falling  tears  each  other  sheds: 
Then  sadly  say,  with  mutual  oitv  movod 
"Uh  may  we  never  iovg  as  these'  have  loved  !» 
From  the  full  choir  when  IvuU  Losannahs  rise. 
And  swell  the  pomp  of  dreadful  sacrifice. 
Amid  that  scene  if  some  relenting  eye 
Glance  on  the  stone  where  our  cold  relics  Ha 
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DeTotion'g  wif  b1)!^1  Biesl  a  thotigfat  from  TuK^en^ 
One  human  tear  shall  drop,  and  be  forgireiu 
And  sure  if  fate  some  future  bard  shall  join 
In  Bad  similitude  of  griefs  to  mine, 
Condemn'd  whole  years  in  absence  to  deplore^ 
And  image  charms  he  must  behold  no  more; 
Such  if  there  be,  '<  'ho  loves  so  long,  so  trdl; 
Let  him  our  sad.  "jr  tender  story  tell ; 
The  wellHBung  woes  will  soothe  my  pensive  ghost; 
H«  beet)  can  paint  them  who  shall  feel  them  moit. 


1     t1 
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EPISTLE  TO  ROBERT  EARL  OF  OXFORD  AND 
EARL  OF  MORTIMER. 

Sent  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford  with  Dr  Pamell'a  Poamn   ™,m«.»,-j  v 

Such  were  the  notes  thy  once-loved  poet  snnir. 
Till  death  untimely  stopp'd  his  tuneful  tongul 
Oh jUBt  beheld,  and  lost!  admired  and  mourn'dl 
witb  softest  manners,  gentlest  arts  adom'd  I 
Blest  m  each  science,  blest  in  every  strain  I 
Dear  to  the  Muse !— to  Hablbt  dear— in  vain  I 
JTor  him,  thou  oft  hast  bid  the  world  attend, 
fond  to  forget  the  statesman  in  the  friend  • 
j^or  Swin;  and  him,  despised  the  farce  of  stkte. 
The  sober  follies  of  the  wise  and  graii ; 
JJert  rous,  the  craving,  fawning  crowd  to  quit. 
And  pleased  to  'scape  from  Flattery  to  Wit 
Absent  or  dead,  still  let  a  friend  be  dear, 
^  sigh  the  absent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear ) 
Recall  those  nights  that  closed  thy  toilsome  dayi, 
SJill  hear  thy  Pamell  in  his  living  lays,  ^  ' 

Who,  careless  now  of  interest,  fame,  or  fate. 
Ferhaps  forgets  that  Oxfobd  e'er  was  great  • 
Or  deeming  meanest  what  we  greatest  call ' 
Beholds  thee  glorious  only  in  thy  fall 

And  sure,  if  aught  below  the  seats  divine 
t-an  touch  immortals,  'tis  a  soul  like  thine  • 
A  soul  supreme,  in  each  hard  instance  tried. 
Above  all  pain,  all  passion,  and  all  pride, 
The  rage  of  power,  the  blast  of  public  bnath. 

The  inftt  of  lucre  and  *it£t  At^:^a\  s  ji tr.      ^ 

'"  vam  to  deserts  thy  retreat 
attends  ' 


pi-  A^i.z     5'*^®  ""^^  *  '**«fi*  Steps  to  trace. 
Eqjudge  his  acta,  and  dignify  diswace.  ^ 
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When  Intereat  calls  off  all  her  sneaking  train. 
And  all  the  obliged  desert,  and  all  the  vain ; 
She  waits,  or  to  the  scaffold,  or  the  cell, 
When  the  last  lingering  friend  has  bid  farewell 
Even  now  she  shades  thy  evening  walk  with  bays, 
(No  hireling  she,  no  prostitute  to  praise,) 
Even  now,  observant  of  the  parting  ray, 
Eyes  the  calm  sunset  of  thy  various  day, 
Through  Fortune's  cloud  one  truly  great  can  see, 
Nor  fears  to  tell,  that  Mobtimeb  is  he. 


EPISTLE  TO  JAMES  CRAGGS,  Esq., 

SECHETABT  OF  STATE. 

A  80DL  as  full  of  worth,  as  void  of  pride. 
Which  nothing  seeks  to  shew,  or  needs  to  hide. 
Which  nor  to  guilt  nor  fear  its  caution  owes. 
And  boasts  a  warmth  that  from  no  passion  flows. 
A  face  untaught  to  feign;  a  judging  eye, 
That  darts  severe  upon  a  rising  lie. 
And  strikes  a  blush  through  frontless  flattery. 
All  this  thou  wert ;  and  being  this  before, 
Know,  kings  and  fortune  cannot  make  thee  more. 
Then  scorn  to  gain  a  friend  by  servile  ways, 
Nor  wish  to  lose  a  foe  these  virtues  raise; 
But  candid,  free,  sincere,  as  you  began. 
Proceed— a  minister,  but  still  a  man. 
Be  not  (exalted  to  whate'er  degree) 
Ashamed  of  any  friend,  not  even  of  me : 
The  patriot's  plain,  but  untrod,  path  pursue ; 
If  not,  'tis  I  must  be  ashamed  of  you. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR  JBRVAS, 

WITH  MR  DETDEN's  TBANSLATION  OF  FBKSSOl's  ART  Of 
PAINTINa. 

This  rense  be  thine,  my  friend,  nor  thou  refuse 
ThiH.  from  no  venal  or  unsrratftfn!  rrinaft. 
Whether  thy  hand  strike  out  some  free  design, 
Where  life  awakes,  and  dawns  at  every  lino ; 
Or  blend  in  beauteous  tints  the  colour'd  mass. 
And  from  the  canvas  call  the  mimio  face ; 
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Read  these  mstnictiye  leaves,  in  wiuch  conspiro 
FrMnoy  s  close  art,  and  Dryden's  native  fire  • 
And  reading,  wish,  like  theirs,  our  fate  and  fame 
So  mix  d  our  studies,  and  so  join'd  our  name ; 
lAke  them  to  shine  through  long  succeedinir  aee 
bo  just  thy  skill,  so  regular  my  rage. 

Smit  with  the  love  of  sister-arts  we  came. 
And  met  congenial,  mingling  flame  with  flame; 
Like  friendly  colours  found  them  both  unite 
And  each  from  each  contract  new  strength  and  lichi 
How  oft  m  pleaa^ug  tasks  we  wear  the  day 
While  summer  suns  roll  unperceived  away) 
How  oft  our  slowly-growing  works  impart. 
WhUe  images  reflect  from  art  to  art ! 
How  oft  review;  each  finding  like  a  friend 

wf^l'^i^A®  ^'*'"®'  ^''•^  something  to  commend. 

What  flattering  scenes  our  wandering  fancy  wroueht. 
Rome  s  pompous  glories  rising  to  our  thought  I 
Together  o'er  the  Alpa  methinks  we  flv 
BJred  with  ideas  of  fair  Italy. 
With  thee,  on  Raphael's  monument  I  mourn 
Or  wait  inspiring  dreams  at  Maro's  urn  : 
With  thee  repose,  where  Tully  once  was  laid 
Or  seek  some  ruin's  formidable  shade : 
Y''rJ^J\'^y^rmr>  the  vanish'd  pUes  to  view. 
And  builds  imag-     -y  Rome  anew, 

A  Pa ^^^  7®""^*       *i  marbles  fix  our  eye  ; 
A  fading  fresco  here  demands  a  sigh  • 

WTu^^^^KP^'^^  uiiwearied  we    impare. 
Match  Raphael's  grace  with  thy  lo.  d  Guido's  air 
Caracci's  strength,  Correggio's  8ofter  line,        '^'^' 

Wnw  ?^\'m*'^-V?1?  '^^*^^"'«  ^^a™th  divine. 
How  finish  d  with  illustrious  toil  appears 

letsUU    aw  faint  by  precept  is  expressed 
The  living  image  in  the  painter's  breast  I 
1  hence  endless  streams  of  fair  ideas  flow 
Strike  in  the  sketch,  or  in  the  picture  glow; 
Thence  beauty,  waking  all  her  forms,  snpplieg 
An  angel  s  sweetness,  or  Bridgewater's  ey^ 

Muse  I  at  that  name  thy  sacred  ^orro^  shed 
Those  teare  eternal   n  ,e  Embalm  the  drd7 
v!:XT''^  ^f  *omb  each  object  of  desire. 
Each  purer  f i       >  mform'd  with  purer  fir^ : 
iJid  her  he  al]  t^iat  chss-s  ^.r  =.-.ftf^^  i:r_ 
The  tender  sister,  daughter; friend7and 'wife  • 
Thin'Ji  ^M"  *^"*  "S^-  "»*°kind  adorl;    ' 
Y^f^f  a  f "  "»'b^  and  be  vain  no  more  I 
Yet  Btv.l  her  charms  in  breathing  ^wiint  engage ' 
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Her  modest  cbeefc  shall  warm  a  Mature  age. 
Beauty,  frail  flowo* !  that  every  season  fews, 
Blooms  in  thy  colours  t(a  a  thousand  yeara. 
Thus  Churchill's  race  shall  other  hearts  surprise^ 
And  other  beauties  envy  Worsley's  eyes ; 
Each  plckising  Blount  shall  endless  smiles  bestow. 
And  soft  Belinda's  blush  for  ever  glow. 

Oh  lasting  as  those  colours  may  they  shinsL 
Free  as  thy  stroke,  yet  faultless  as  thy  line; 
New  graces  yearly  like  thy  works  display, 
»    Soft  without  weakness,  without  glaring  gay; 
Led  by  some  rule,  that  guides,  but  not  constrains; 
And  finish'd  more  through  happiness  than  pains. 
The  kindred  arte  shall  in  their  praise  conspire. 
One  dip  the  pencil,  and  one  string  the  lyre. 
Yet  should  the  graces  all  thy  figures  place. 
And  breathe  an  air  divine  on  every  face ; 
Yet  should  the  Muses  bid  my  numbers  roll 
Strong  as  their  charms,  and  gentle  as  their  soul; 
With  Zeuxis'  Helen  thy  Bridgewater  vie, 
And  these  be  sung  till  Granville's  Myra  die : 
Alas  !  how  little  from  the  grave  we  claim  I 
Thou  but  preserv'st  a  face,  and  I  a  name. 


EPISTLE   TO   MES   BLOUNT, 

■WITH  XHK  WOBKS  OF  VOITDBB. 

Iif  these  gay  thoughts  the  loves  and  graces  riiine, 
And  all  the  writer  lives  in  every  lino; 
His  easy  art  may  happy  nature  seem, 
Trifles  tliemseives  are  elegant  in  him. 
Sure  to  charm  all  was  his  peculiar  fate, 
Who  without  flattery  pleased  the  fair  and  great; 
Still  with  esteem  no  less  conversed  than  read ; 
With  wit  well-natured,  and  with  books  well-bred  t 
His  heart,  his  mo»by,  and  his  friend  did  share, 
His  time,  the  muse,  the  witty,  and  the  fair. 
Thus  wisely  careless,  innocently  gay, 
Cheerful  he  play'd  the  trifle,  life,  away; 
Till  fate  scarce  felt  his  gentle  breath  supprest, 
iV5  ouiinng  iufMuta  Buurh  iuemseives  to  rest. 
Even  rival  wits  did  Voiture's  death  deploro. 
And  the  gay  mourn'd  who  never  mourn'd  before; 
The  truest  hearts  for  Voiture  heaved  with  sighs. 
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Voiture  WM  wept  by  «H  the  brightest  eyes : 

The  MDileg  and  lores  had  died  in  VoitilreB  deaft. 

But  that  for  ever  m  his  lines  they  breathe. 

Let  the  Btnot  life  of  graver  mortals  be 
A  long,  exact,  and  serious  comedy ; 
In  eve^  scene  some  moral  let  it  teach, 
And,  jf  it  can,  at  once  both  please  and  preach. 
Let  mine  an  innocent  gay  farce  appear. 
And  more  diverting  still  than  regular. 
Have  humour,  wit,  a  native  ease  and  grace. 
Though  not  too  strictly  bound  to  time  and  place  : 
C^^ics  in  wit  or  life,  are  hard  to  please,     ^ 
Tew  write  to  those,  and  none  can  live  to  these. 

R«i°,^f  "''S 1°"/  ^"^  '«  '^y  ^^^"  ^o™8  confined. 
Severe  to  all,  but  most  to  womankind  ; 

Custom  grown  blind  with  age,  must  be  your  guide  • 

Your  pleasure  is  a  vice,  but  not  your  pride ; 

By  nature  yielding,  stubborn  but  for  fame; 

Made  slaves  by  honour,  and  made  fools  by  shame. 

Mamage  may  all  those  petty  tyrants  chase. 
But  sets  up  one,  a  greater  in  their  place : 

But  t?«  &*^**"  ''i'^  ^*''"  ""^^""Se  ^y  *J^<«e  accurst. 
But  the  last  tyrant  ever  proves  the  worst. 

n.  L*"  ^j*?^*^''^*  yo«ir  Buffering  sex  remains. 
Or  bound  m  formal,  or  in  real  chains :  ' 

Whole  yeara  neglected,  for  some  months  adored. 
The  fawning  servant  turns  a  haughty  lord. 
Ah  quit  not  the  free  innocence  of  life. 

aZ  „L  *1* •  ^''T*  "*"■  ^^P'y  titles  please : 
Aim  not  at  joy,  but  rest  content  with  ease 

i  He  gods,  to  curse  Pamela  with  her  pravers 
Gave  the  gilt  coach  and  dappled  PlandS^Scs 
The  shming  robes  rich  jewels,  beds  of  sSt?       ' 
And,  to  complete  her  bliss,  a  fool  for  mate 
She  glares  in  balls,  front-boxes,  and  the  rinir 

Rh^td'^'^^'A^'^'^  ^^''^^'  ^*»t  '«acl»  her  outward  paik 
She  8  glis,  and  is  no  duchess  at  her  heart.         ^     ' 
But,  madam,  J  the  fates  withstand  and  von 

tZ«  .1-^*'  "^l"^  y^"'  °«^  «««"«««  charms. 
1  hose,  age  or  sickness,  soon  or  late,  disarms  • 

S?,™r  "'*  l°'y  t^'^ches  charms  to  ^ ' 
Wfl^or;i*r"i."*"T"*''"'  *"^  maintains  ttie  past* 
oSIhirff-i'*"  ^*"'^  ^'"  ^''^e  "'at  decay,     ^  ' 
AfflnSf.^r*'^^'r'  '*»  "'^"'Jer  chain  a  dlv- 
An  flowery  bands  in  wantonness  are  worn      ' 
A  morning's  pleasure,  md  at  eveiUnrtSm; 
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This  bindg  in  ties  more  eaay,  yet  more  strong. 
The  willing  heart,  and  only  holds  it  long. 

Thus  Voiture's  early  care*  still  shone  the  same, 
And  Montausier  was  only  changed  in  name : 
By  this,  even  now  they  live,  even  now  they  charm, 
Their  wit  still  sparkling,  and  their  flames  still  warm. 
•    Now  crown'd  with  myrtle,  on  the  Elysian  coast, 
Amid  those  lovers,  joys  his  gentle  ghost : 
Pleased,  while  with  smiles  his  happy  lines  you  view, 
And  finds  a  fairer  Rambouillet  in  you. 
The  brightest  eyes  of  Prance  inspired  his  muse; 
The  brightest  eyes  of  Britain  now  peruse ; 
And  dead,  as  living,  'tis  our  author's  pride 
Still  to  charm  those  who  charm  the  world  beside. 


EPISTLE  TO  THE  SAME, 

OK  HEB  LBAVmO  THB  TOWN  AFTER  JHB  COBONATIOSr.t 

As  some  fond  virgin,  whom  her  mother's  care 
Drags  from  the  town  to  wholesome  country  air, 
Just  when  she  learns  to  roll  a  melting  eye, 
And  hear  a  spark,  yet  think  no  danger  nigh; 
From  the  dear  man  unwilling  she  must  sever. 
Yet  takes  one  kiss  before  she  parts  for  ever  : 
Thus  from  the  world  fair  Zephalinda  flew. 
Saw  others  happy,  and  with  sighs  withdrew; 
Not  that  their  pleasures  caused  her  discontent, 
She  sigh'd  not  that  they  stay'd,  but  that  she  went. 

She  went,  to  plain-work,  and  to  purling  brooks, 
Old-fashion'd  halls,  dull  aunts,  and  croaking  reeks : 
She  went  from  opera,  park,  assembly,  play, 
To  moming-walks,  and  prayers  three  hours  a  day; 
To  part  her  time  'twixt  reading  and  bohea. 
To  muse,  and  sjpill  her  solitary  tea. 
Or  o'er  cold  coffee  trifle  with  the  spoon, 
Count  the  slow  clock,  and  dine  exact  at  noon  .• 
Divert  her  eyes  with  jpictures  in  the  fire, 
Hum  half  a  tune,  telf  stories  to  the  squire; 
Up  to  her  godly  garret  after  seven, 
There  starve  and  pray,  for  that's  the  way  to  heaven. 

Some  squire,  perhaps,  you  take  delight  to  rack ; 
Whose  game  is  whist,  whoBs  treat  a  toast  in  sack : 
Who  visits  with  a  gun,  presents  vou  birds. 
Then  gives  a  smacking  buss,  an*!  cries,— No  words ! 
Or  with  his  hound  comes  hallooing  from  the  stable; 
•  MademoiBelle  Paulet.  f  Of  Kl.i»  Qeorgo  I.,  iriS. 
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Hakes  lore  with  nods  and  olances,  whew  he's  able; 
WhoM  laughs  are  hearty,  though  his  jesta  are  coarae. 
And  lores  you  best  of  all  things-but  his  horsT^ 

In  some  fair  eremng,  on  your  elbow  laid, 
rou  dream  of  triumphs  in  the  rural  shade- 
In  pensive  thought  recall  the  fancied  scene. 
Bee  coronations  rise  on  eveiy  green  ; 
Sl?*']!i^°"  paas  the  imaginary  sighte 
Oflords  and  earls,  and  dukes,  and  garter'd  knights, 
While  the  spread  fan  o'ershades  your  closing  eyes: 
Then  give  one  flirt,  and  all  the  vision  flies.     ^    ' 
Ihus  vanish  sceptres,  coronets,  and  balls. 
And  leave  you  in  lone  woods,  or  empty  walls  • 

So  when  your  slave,  at  eome  dear  idle  time 

sVi!/a  •^".l'^  ^'*^  headaches,  or  the  want  of  rhyme.) 
Stands  in  the  streets,  abstracted  from  the  c.-ew. 
And  while  he  seems  to  study,  thinks  of  you; 
Just  when  his  fancy  points  your  sprightly  eyes. 
Or  sees  the  blush  of  soft  Parthenia  rise. 
Gay  pats  my  shoulder,  and  you  vanish  quite. 

WH  ;  *'^''"!'.,r-'^  «;oxoomb8,  rmh  upon  my  sight: 
Vex  d  to  be  still  in  town,  I  knit  my  brow. 
Look  sour,  and  hum  a  tune,  as  you  may  now 
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TO  ME3  MARTHA  BLOUNT, 

ON  HEB  BIBTHDAT. 

pH  be  thou  blest  with  all  that  Heaven  can  send 

iSJiuwi '  ^°*^  yo»«'.  long  pleasure,  and  a  friend : 
Not  with  those  toys  the  female  world  admire. 
tochea  that  vex.  and  vanities  that  tire. 
With  added  years,  if  life  bring  nothing  new. 
But  like  a  sieve  let  every  blessing  through 
Some  joys  still  lost,  as  each  vain  year  runs  o'er. 
Ana  aU  we  gam,  some  sad  reflection  moA : 

•m-   i?'Au''"^''*^*y  ^  '*^«'  *'«« '  too  clear, 
lis  but  the  funeral  of  the  former  year 

.  ^*  joy  or  ease,  let  affluence  or  content 
And  the  gay  conscience  of  a  life  well  spent, 
oalm  every  thought,  inspirit  every  grace. 
Glow  in  thy  heart,  and  smile  upon  thy  face, 
i^t  day  improve  on  day,  and  year  on  vear. 

..i;ao-ut»piim,  atroubie,  orafeur;  ' 
lill  death  unfelt  that  tender  frame  destroy 
m  some  soft  dream,  or  ecstasy  of  joy 
Peaceful  sleep  out  the  sabbath  of  the  tomb 
And  wake  to  raotures  in  a  life  to  come,     ' 
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TC  MB  THOMAS  SOUTHERN; 

OH  HIS  BIBTHDAY,  ir«. 

ItesiOHr'D  to  live,  prepared  to  die. 

With  not  one  ain,  but  poetry. 

This  day  Tom's  fair  account  has  run 

(Without  a  blot)  to  eighty-one. 

Kind  Boyle,  before  his  poet  lays 

A  table,  with  a  cloth  of  bays ; 

And  Ireland,  mother  of  sweet  singers 

Presents  her  harp  still  to  his  fingera. ' 

The  feast,  his  towering  genius  marks 

In  yonder  wild-goose  and  the  larks  I 

The  mushrooms  shew  his  wit  was  sudden  I 

And  for  his  judgment,  lo  a  pudden  I 

Koast  beef,  though  old,  proclaims  him  stout. 

And  grace,  although  a  bard,  devout. 

May  Tom,  whom  Heaven  sent  down  to  raise 

Ihe  price  of  prologues  and  of  plays. 

Be  every  birthday  more  a  winner. 

Digest  his  thirty-thousandth  dinner; 

Walk  to  hig  grave  without  reproach. 

And  scorn  a  rascal  in  a  coach. 


MORAL  ESSAYS. 


5L^t™«>'«  "f «"  est  moJo  ti1stir^F»7o;>o.o, 


EPISTLE  I. 

TO  SIB  BICHAED  TEMPLE,  LORD  COBHAM. 
ABGUMENT. 

rn^.,..  *"  ™'  KNOWLKDOE  AND  OHARAOIBffl  0»  «». 

from  lOmself.    l)ifflcultiM  aiSini  ^*»^«teristio  to  himself,  yetvary^ 

form  «»<.«<;<«•,,  wo  can  only  t^ke  th«  .^?"^  contrary  actions.  If.  Yet  tJ 
try  to  make  them  iwr"o  •  iL  ,,tf«r  ,?,,  '^^''/*J  '^'i"*  of  a  man's  life  and 

world.  And  some  reason  for  ft-  i--?.  !•  *  ,^0  tha  rank  of  men  of  tli« 
the  eharwt^,  of  10^^  5^.1;.  ^^^""^t'on  «lters  the  na'«r«,  or  at  lealt 
orprt«oipi*./all.5?i;-t„l^r^^  2'«!«°«f.  -J'i'.ijn*.  tnanne^rASm  ^^ 
yemiiins  to  find  Cf  w«  .^nl^Jr       •'**' J^^^Jni^  by  nrrtu,,!.    ifr    it  „V%i» 

^^  »"  hi-  actions,    f nstLc^S  in  the  0x1™^^'"''  *"L"^  inconsisS 

A  oauHon  against  miataki-iff  #*^rf  ~f  ,«™'*'?''**'7  character  of  cimliS 

gl^possibUityof  the  kSfd^Tr^Mri '°^:?ri^fi*<'h  Will  de'S 

". .  --.r7:y,5..„„,  ^^  ,j, cont4nuation  to  tb^lu^fTr^gtb*  """  ""'"«'" 
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The  coxcomb  bird,  so  taUcatire  and  grave. 
That  from  his  (»ge  cries,  lub,  thief,  and  knave. 
Though  many  a  passenger  he  rightly  call. 
You  hold  him  no  philosopher  at  all. 

And  yet  the  fate  of  all  extremes  is  such. 
Men  may  be  read,  as  well  as  books,  too  much. 
To  observations  which  ourselves  we  make. 
We  grow  more  partial  for  the  observer's  sake; 
To  written  wisdom,  as  another's,  leas  • 
Maxims  are  drawn  from  notions,  those  from  guess. 
There's  some  peculiar  in  each  leaf  and  grain. 
Some  unmark  d  fibre,  or  some  varying  vein : 
Shall  only  man  be  taken  in  the  gross  1 
Orant  but  as  many  sorts  of  mind  as  moss. 

That  each  from  other  differs,  first  confess; 
Next  that  he  varies  from  himself  no  less : 
Add  nature's,  custom's,  reason's,  passion's  strife. 
And  all  opinion's  colours  cast  on  life. 

Our  depths  who  fathoms,  or  our  shallows  finds, 
Qmok  whirls,  and  shifting  eddies,  of  our  minds? 
On  human  actions  reason  though  you  can, 
It  may  be^  reason,  but  it  is  not  man  : 
His  principle  of  action  once  explore. 
That  instant  'tis  his  principle  no  more. 
Like  following  life  through  creatures  you  dissect, 
You  lose  it  in  the  moment  you  detect 

Yet  more ;  the  difference  is  as  great  between 
The  optics  seeing,  as  the  objects  seen. 
All  manners  take  a  tincture  from  our  own; 
Or  come  discolour'd  through  our  passions  shewn. 
Or  fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiplies. 
Contracts,  inverts,  and  gives  ten  thousand  dyes. 

Nor  will  life's  stream  for  observation  stay, 
It  hurries  all  too  fast  to  mark  their  way : 
In  vain  sedate  reflections  we  would  make, 
When  half  our  knowledge  we  must  snatch,  not  take. 
•  Oft,  in  the  passions'  wide  rotation  toss'd. 
Our  spring  of  action  to  ourselves  is  lost ; 
Tired,  not  determinod,  to  the  last  we  yield. 
And  what  comes  then  is  master  of  the  field. 
As  the  last  image  of  the  troubled  heap. 
When  sense  subsides,  and  fancy  sports  in  sleep, 
(Though  past  the  resollection  of  the  thought,) 
Becomes  the  stuff  of  which  our  dream  is  wrought: 
„.. ...._.,,, 5_  j_  .^.™  .J^.  „„^.  jHicrnai  new, 

Is  thus,  perhaps,  the  cause  of  most  we  da 

True,  some  are  open,  and  to  all  men  known; 
Others  so  very  close,  they're  hid  from  none; 
(So  darkness  strikes  the  sense  no  less  than  light;) 
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Ti^-^T,?^^^^™**  w  ^lo^ed  at  Bight: 
mm  *'.^«'7  «^d  hates  Shylock,  though^wul 

Still  Bite  at  squat,  and  peeps  not  from  itehote 
At  half  mankind  when  generous  Maklt  mes 
All  kno«r  'tis  vutue.  for  he  thinks  them  Wm  • 
When  universal  homage  Umbra  pays,  * 

wLTfl **?  ''^"S*"**  '*^^  °f  val^pTaise. 
When  flattery  glares,  all  hate  it  in  a  queen 
While  one  there  is  who  charms  us  with  hS.'  ««i^ 

But  these  plain  charaoteiJTe  mdy  find  •^^"''^ 
Though  strong  the  bent,  yet  quick  th«J.r™i«*    •  j 

oj  £ii??  ''""'"^r'  <^°fofflth?:ho£r  "^^ ' 

SL*?^}**J°?',  *?"'*«  "^«"«  the  soul.         ' 
lis  ?"'k^*'  fal?ehood  serves  for  policy- 
YrliJ''  *f  ?  cunning,  truth  itself 's  a  uT 
Unthought^)f  frailties  cheat  us  in  the  wise- 
The  fool  lies  hid  in  inconsistencies  ' 

kuZ  •  "*°*®  ™*°'  ^^  "^^Sour,  in  the  gout- 
V^^'  i°  «opPany ;  in  place,  or  out;  ^  ' 
Early  at  business,  and  at  hazard  late 

^Jt^  ^°?-«^*se  ^'"se  at  a  debate;       " 
iw«^i     !  fe'o»gh,  civil  at  a  ball ; 
rnendly  at  Hackney,  faithless  at  Whitehall  I 

Catius  18  ever  moral,  ever  grave. 
Thinks  who  endures  a  knaveT  is  next  a  knave 
Save  just  at  dinner- then  prefers,  no  doubt  ' 

wCJ'^H  ^'1^^°  ^  ''  ^'"*  Sithout"^*' 
Who  would  not  praise  Patritio's  •  high  desert 
nSif"'*  T^'A  i'i^  "ncorrupted  hfart  ^^ 
His  comprehensive  head  f  all  interest  teigh'd 
All  Europe  saved,  yet  Britain  not  betraydf  ' 
He  thanks  you  not,  his  pride  is  in  DiS 
mS^^llT'  ^"^  Judgment  atWet 

Fj?hlertl?>.'*  H'P'  §  *  S«"'»«  ««it.  II  ' 

S&^^^-^me: 
in  man,  the  judgment  shoote  at  ilying  game; 

"  ^'°**"'  ^""^««  "-.  King  of  Baidtaia. 
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A  bird  of  passage  I  gone  as  soon  as  foand ; 
Kow  in  tilio  moon  perhaps,  now  under  gronnl 

II.  In  vain  the  sage,  with  retrospective  eye, 
Would  from  the  apparent  what  conclude  the  uAy,- 
Infer  the  motire  from  the  deed,  and  shew, 
That  what  we  chanced  was  what  we  meant  to  do. 
Behold  1  if  fortune  or  a  mistress  frowns, 
Some  plunge  in  business,  others  shave  their  orowns : 
To  ease  the  soul  of  one  oppressive  weight, 
This  quits  an  empiie,  that  embroils  a  state : 
The  same  adust  complexion  has  impell'd 
Charles*  to  the  convent,  Philip  +  to  the  field. 
Kot  always  actions  shew  the  man :  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindness,  is  not  therefore  kind; 
Perhaps  prosperity  becalm'd  his  breast ; 
Perhaps  the  wind  just  shifted  from  the  east : 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  seeks  retreat, 
Pride  guides  his  steps,  and  bids  him  shun  the  greats 
Who  combats  bravely,  is  not  therefore  brave. 
He  dreads  a  deathbed  like  the  meanest  slave ; 
Who  reasons  wisely,  is  not  therefore  wise. 
His  pride  in  reasoning,  not  in  acting  lies. 

But  grant  that  actions  best  discover  man ; 
Take  the  most  strong,  and  sort  them  as  you  can. 
The  few  that  glare  each  character  must  mark, 
Ton  balance  not  the  many  in  the  durk. 
What  will  you  do  with  such  as  disagree  f 

Suppress  them,  or  miscall  them  policy? 

Must  then  at  once  (the  character  to  save) 

The  plain  rough  hero  turn  a  crafty  knave  f 

Alas  I  in  truth  the  man  but  changed  his  mind, 

Perhaps  was  sick,  in  love,  or  had  not  dined. 

Ask  why  from  Britain  Ceesar  would  retreat? 

Csesar  himself  might  whisper  he  was  beat. 

Why  risk  the  world's  great  empire  for  a  woman? J 

Csesar  perhaps  might  sat  he  was  but  human. 

But  sage  historians  1  'tis  yoiu-  task  to  prove 

One  action,  conduct,  one  heroic  love. 

'Tia  from  high  life  high  characters  are  drawn ; 

A  saint  in  crape  is  twice  a  saint  in  lawn ; 

A  judge  is  just,  a  chancellor  juster  still ; 

A  gownman  learn'd;  a  bishop,  what  you  will; 

Wise,  if  a  minister;  but,  if  a  king. 

More  wise,  more  learn'd,  more  just,  more  everyiiiing. 

Court-virtues  bear,  like  gems,  the  highest  rate. 

Bom  where  Heaven's  influence  scarce  can  penetrate : 

In  life's  low  vale,  the  soil  the  virtues  like, 
•  Charles  V.  t  PlilUp  H-  t  CleopfttnL 
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They  pTeaae  aa  beanties,  here  as  wondera  strike 
Though  the  same  sun  with  all-difliisive  rays 
Blush  in  the  rose,  and  in  the  diamond  blaze. 
We  pnze  the  stronger  effort  of  his  power, 
■A-nd  justly  set  the  gem  above  the  flower. 

Tis  education  forms  the  common  mind. 
Just  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  incUned. 
Boastful  and  rr.ugh,  your  first  son  is  a  squire ; 
Ihe  next  a  tradesman,  meek,  and  much  a  liar: 
Tom  struts  a  soldier,  open,  bold,  and  brave  ; 
Will  sneaks  a  scrivener,  an  exceeding  knave  • 
Is  he  a  churchman?— then  he 's  fond  of  power: 
A  quaker  ?— sly :  a  presbyterian  ?— sour : 
A  smart  freethinker  ?— all  things  in  an  hour. 
Ask  men  s  opinions  :  Scoto  now  shall  tell 
o^'^*'*!®  increases,  and  the  world  goes  well : 
Stnke  off  his  pension,  by  the  setting  sun. 
And  Bntain,  if  not  Europe,  is  undone. 

That  gay  freethinker,  a  fine  talker  once. 
What  turns  him  now  a  stupid  silent  dunce  ! 
Some  god,  or  spirit,  he  has  lately  found, 
Or  chanced  to  meet  a  minister  that  frown'd 

Judge  we  by  nature  ?— habit  can  efface, 
Interest  o  ercome,  or  policy  take  place : 
By  actions?— those  uncertainty  divides : 
By  passions  ?— those  dissimulation  hides  • 
Opinions?— they  still  tzke  a  wider  ranje'r 
*ind,  if  you  can,  in  what  you  cannot  change. 

Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climes, 
lenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

III.  Search  then  the  euuno  passion  :  there,  alone. 

Ihe  wild  are  constant,  and  the  cunning  known : 

1  iie  fool  donsistent,  and  the  false  sincere  ; 

rnests,  pnnces,  women,  no  dissemblers'here. 

ihia  clue,  once  found,  unravels  all  the  rest, 

Ihe  prospect  clears,  and  Wharton  stands  confess'd. 

w  barton,  the  scorn  and  wonder  of  our  days. 

Whose  ruling  passion  was  the  lust  of  praise  : 
Bom  with  whato'er  could  win  it  from  the  wise. 
Women  and  fools  must  like  him,  or  he  dies: 
laough  wondering  senates  hung  on  all  he  spoke. 
Ihe  club  must  hail  Wm  master  of  the  joke. 

obali  parts  so  variftun  aim  s*  ««*i.!«~ » 

iie  '11  shine  a  Tully  and  a  Wil'mot  *  1)0."''  * 
1  hen  turns  repentant,  and  his  God  implobks 
With  the  same  spirit  that  he  drink  Ai>-.aE3, 
Enough,  if  all  around  him  but  admire, 
•  Earl  of  Rochester. 
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And  now  tbe  wit  applaud,  and  now  the  friar. 

Thua  with  each  gift  of  nature  and  of  art. 

And  wanting  nothing  but  an  honest  heart; 

Grown  all  to  all,  from  no  one  vice  exempt ; 

And  most  contemptible  to  shun  contempt ; 

His  passion  still,  to  covet  general  praise. 

His  life,  to  forfeit  it  a  thousand  ways ; 

A  constant  bounty  which  no  friend  has  made ; 

An  angel  tongue,  which  no  man  can  persuade  ! 

A  fool,  with  more  of  wit  than  half  mankind. 

Too  rash  for  thought,  for  action  too  refined  : 

A  tyrant  to  the  wife  his  heart  approves; 

A  rebel  to  the  very  king  he  loves ; 

He  dies,  sad  outcast  of  each  church  and  state. 

And,  harder  still !  flagitious,  yet  not  great ! 

Ask  you  why  Wharton  broke  through  eveiy  rule  ? 

'Twas  all  for  fear  the  knaves  should  call  him  fool. 

Nature  well  known,  no  prodigies  remain, 
Comets  are  regular,  and  Wharton  plain. 

Yet,  in  this  search,  the  wisest  may  mistake, 
If  second  qualities  for  first  they  take. 
When  Catiline  by  rapine  swell'd  his  stores ; 
When  Caesar's  deeds  the  noble  dame  deplores; 
In  this  the  lust,  in  that  the  avarice 
Were  means,  not  ends ;  ambition  was  the  vice. 
That  very  Csesar,  born  in  Scipio's  days. 
Had  aim'd,  like  him,  by  chastity  at  praise. 
Lucullus,  when  frugality  could  charm, 
Had  roasted  turnips  in  the  Sabine  farm. 
In  vain  the  observer  eyes  the  builder's  toil. 
But  quite  mistakes  the  scafibld  for  the  pile. 

In  this  one  passion  man  can  strength  enjoy, 
As  fits  give  vigour,  just  when  they  destroy. 
Time,  that  on  all  things  lays  his  lenient  hand. 
Yet  tames  not  this ;  it  sticks  to  our  last  sand. 
Consistent  in  our  follies  and  our  sins. 
Here  honest  Nature  ends  a&  she  begins. 

Old  politicians  chew  on  wisdom  past, 
And  totter  on  in  business  to  the  last; 
As  weak,  as  earnest ;  and  as  gravely  out. 
As  sober  Lanesb'rough  dancing  in  the  gout. 

A  salmon's  belly,  Helluo,  was  thy  fate ; 
The  doctor  call'd,  declares  all  help  too  late : 
"  Mercy  1 "  cries  Helluo,  "  mercy  on  my  soul ; 
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The  frugal  crone,  whom  praying  priestt:  attend. 
Still  tries  to  save  the  hallow'd  taper  s  end. 
Collects  her  breath,  as  ebbing  life  retires, 
For  one  puff  more,  and  in  that  pufF  expires. 
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/J  ^"^i?™,'  1°  ^'^"«" '  '*'^o"^'*  »  "in*  provoke." 
(Were  the  laat  words  that  poor  Narcissa  spoke:) 

JNo,  let  a  charming  chintj;  and  Brussels  lace 
Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  shade  my  lifeless  face  • 
One  would  not,  sure,  be  frightful  when  one  'a  dead— 
And  •  Betty— give  this  cheek  a  little  red." 

The  courtier  smooth,  who  forty  years  had  shined 
An  humble  servant  to  all  humankind 
Just  brought  out  this,  when  scares  his  tongue  could  stir. 

If —where  I  'm  going— I  could  serve  you!  Sir  ? " 

"I  give  and  I  devise  "  (old  Euclio  said 
And  sigh'd)  "  my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned  " 
Your  money.  Sir  ?-"  My  money,  Sir  I  what,  all  ? 
Why,— if  I  mu8tr-(then  wept)  I  give  it  Paul." 

«Tv  ?T^'  ^t''-"  '^^^  "'*°<>'''  J^old."  he  cried, 
Not  that,—I  cannot  part  with  that,"— and  died 
And  you,  brave  Cobham  f  to  the  latest  breath.  * 

Shall  feel  your  ruling  passion  strong  in  death  • 

7"ch  m  those  moments  as  in  all  the  past  • 
Oh,  save  my  country,  Heaven ! »  shaU  be  your  last 


EPISTLE   II. 

TO  A  LADY. 
OF  THE  CHARACTEB8  OF  WOMAN. 

NoTHmo  SO  true  as  what  you  once  I^t  fall 
Most  women  have  no  characters  at  alL"' 
Alatter  too  soft  a  lasting  mark  to  bear. 
And  best  distinguish'd  by  black,  brown,  or  fair 
Low  many  pictures  of  one  nymph  we  view. 
All  how  unlike  each  other,  all  how  true  j 
Arcadia  s  countess,  here,  in  ermined  pride 
18  there,  Pa  fora  by  a  fountain  side.  ' 

Were  lannia  leering  on  her  own  goodman. 
And  there,  a  naked  Leda  with  a  swan 
Let  then  the  fair  one  beautifully  crv 
in  Magdalen's  loose  hair  and  lifted  eye. 
Or  dress  d  in  smiles  of  sweet  Cecilia  shine. 
With  sin  .ennr  angels,  palms,  and  harps  divine: 
H  *!*u.^': J:"J  «harmer  sinner  it.  or  saint  it.  ' 

--  tvi--  jj.  •„  rouiaiitiv;,  i  iiiUBC  paint  it. 

tome  then  the  colours  and  the  ground  prenare  I 
Dip  m  the  rainbow,  trick  her  off  in  air      ^   ^ 
thonse  a  firm  cloud,  before  it  fall,  and  in  it 
Catcn,  ere  she  change,  the  Cynthia  of  this  minute 
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Rofa,  whose  eye  quick  glancing  o'er  the  park, 
Attracta  each  light  gay  meteor  of  a  epark, 
Agrees  as  ill  with  Rufa  studying  Locke, 
As  Sappho's  *  diamonds  with  her  dirty  smock ; 
Or  Sappho  at  her  toilet's  greasy  task, 
With  Bappho  fragrant  at  an  evening  mask : 
So  morning  insects  that  in  muck  begun, 
Shine,  buzz,  and  fly-blow  in  the  setting  sun. 

How  soft  is  Silia  I  fearful  t,o  offend ; 
The  frail  one's  advooate,  t,  e  weak  one's  friend. 
To  her,  Calista  proved  her  conduct  nice ; 
And  {rood  Simplicius  asks  >f  her  advice. 
Sudden,  she  storms  I  she  raves !    You  tip  the  wink. 
But  spare  your  censure  ;  Silia  does  not  drink. 
All  eyes  may  see  from  what  the  change  arose. 
All  ey« ;  may  see a  pimple  on  her  nose. 

Pa]  iiii,  wedded  to  her  amorous  spark. 
Sighs  tor  the  shades  ! — "  How  charming  is  a  park  ! " 
A  park  is  ])urcha8ed,  but  the  fair  he  sees 
All  Imtheo.  in  tears — "  O  odious,  odious  trees  !" 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulips,  show ; 
*Tis  to  their  changet!  half  their  charms  we  owe ; 
Fine  by  defect,  and  delicately  weak. 
Their  happy  spots  the  nice  admirer  take. 
'Twas  thus  Calypso  once  each  heart  alarm'd, 
Awed  without  virtue,  without  beauty  charm'd; 
Her  tongue  bewitch'd  as  oddly  as  her  eyes; 
Less  wit  than  mimic,  more  a  wit  than  wise. 
Strange  graces  stiU,  and  st-anger  flights  she  ha4, 
Was  just  not  ugly,  and  wat  just  not  mad; 
Yet  ne'er  so  sure  our  passion  to  create. 
As  when  she  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  we  hate. 

Narcissa'st  nature,  tolerably  mild, 
To  make  a  wash,  would  hardly  stew  a  child; 
Has  even  been  proved  to  grant  a  lover's  prayer, 
And  paid  a  tradesman  once  to  make  him  stare ; 
Gave  alms  at  Easter  in  a  Christian  trim. 
And  made  a  widow  happy,  for  a  whim. 
Why,  then,  declare  good-nature  is  her  scorn. 
When  'tis  by  that  alone  she  can  be  borne  f 
Why  pique  all  mortals,  yet  afTect  a  name  ? 
A  fool  to  pleasure,  yet  a  slave  to  fame : 
Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Book  of  Martyrs, 
Kow  drinking  citron  with  his  Grace  and  Cbarires 
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And  atheism  and  religion  take  their  turns ; 
A  very  heathen  in  the  carnal  part, 
Yet  still  a  sad,  good  Christian  at  her  heart 
•  Lady  M.  W.  Montague.  f  Duchess  of  Hamflton. 
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See  sin  in  state,  m^'estically  drunk ; 
mud  M  a  peeress  mars  heu  ST/^rsLT  TRomr; 
What  then?  let  blood  and  body  be&r  the  fai. 
Her  head  s  untouch'd,  that  noble     at  of  thought ; 
Such  this  day  s  doctrine— in  another  fit 
abe  Bins  with  poets  through  pure  love  of  wit. 
What  has  not  fired  het  bosom  or  her  brain? 
Caesar  and  Talboy,  Charles  and  Charlemagne. 
jAa  Helluo,  late  dictator  of  the  feast, 
The  nose  of  hautgou^  and  the  tip  of  taste, 
t-ntiqued  your  wine,  and  analysed  your  mear, 
ret  on  plain  pudding  deigned  at  hen  .  to  eai . 
80  Fhilomed^,  lecturing  ail  mankind 
Un  the  soft  paasion.  and  the  taste  refined. 
The  address,  the  delicacy— stoop'  at  onc^ 

m  "*•    .     ^^^  ^^^*'y  ^^^^  "P0»  a  dunce. 

rJavia  8  a  wit,  has  too  much  sense  to  pray 
To  toast  our  wants  and  wishes,  is  her  way; 
Nor  asks  of  God,  but  of  her  stars,  to  give 
The  mighty  blessing,  "  while  we  live,  to  live.- 
xben  all  ■  .r  death,  that  opiate  of  the  soul  1 
jLucretia  s  dagger,  Rosamonda's  bowl. 
Say,  what  can  cause  such  impotence  of  mind  ? 
A  spark  too  fickle,  or  a  spouse  too  kind 
Wise  wretch  I  with  pleasures  too  refined  to  please; 
With  too  much  spirit  to  be  e'er  at  ease :  ' 

With  u)o  much  quickness  ever  to  be  taught : 

Yn^^nZ^""'^  ^•^^''Mu^  ^  ^^^"^  «o«'»"^»  thought : 
You  purtjhase  pain  with  a)',  that  joy  can  give 
And  die  of  nothing  but  a  rage  to  live  ' 

lum  then  from  wits!  and  look  on  Simo's  mate 
No  ass  80  meek,  no  ass  so  obstinate.  ' 

«L.  "*•  **if  *.°T»s  t«f  faults,  but  never  mends. 
Because  she 's  honest,  and  the  best  of  friends 
Or  her.  whose  life  the  church  and  scaadiuh^. 
For  ever  in  a  passion,  or  a  prayer.  ' 

Cri.^").lK^.^"=*'\**  ^'"'  ^"t  (like  her  grace) 
O^wAI  ^^  ■  ^V  «^^*™i«g  if  there 's  no^ch  place  1 ' 
Or  who  m  sweet  vicissit.He  appears,  ^       ^ 

Ut  mirth  and  opium,  ratilie  and  tears, 
rp    1  ".f  i?  anodyne,  and  nightly  draught 

Womal^iT/T  *"  ^^"  «"^'  ^^"'^  S  thought. 
Woman  and  fool  are  two  hard  things  to  hit-  * 

''p  *f"l"!?-"L^!^"S  P"^2l«s  more  than  wit.' 
--"••    i:si  5^  J  lacsc  tu  ^i-«ai.  Atossa's  *  mindl 
Scarce  once  herseif,  by  turns  all  womankSd  I 

Sj/nl^''^':f  '  «■•  «**»«".  from  hi  bfrtU 
Finds  aU  her  life  one  warfare  upon  earth  : 

•  Sarah.  Duchess  of  Marlborough. 
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Shines  in  exposing  knaves,  and  painting  fooU^ 
Yet  is,  whate'er  she  hates  and  ridicules.    ' 
No  thought  advances,  but  her  eddy  brain 
Whisks  it  about,  and  down  it  goes  again. 
Full  sixty  years  the  world  has  been  her  trad^ 
The  wisest  fool  much  time  has  ever  made. 
From  loveless  youth  to  unrespected  age, 
No  passion  gratified,  except  her  rage. 
So  much  the  fury  stili  outran  the  wit. 
The  pleasure  miss'd  her,  and  the  scandal  hit. 
Who  breaks  with  her,  provokes  revenge,  so  fell, 
But  he 's  a  bolder  man  who  dares  be  well. 
Her  every  turn  with  violence  pursued. 
No  more  a  storm  her  hate  than  gratitude : 
To  that  each  passion  turns,  or  soon  or  late ; 
Love,  if  it  makes  her  yield,  must  make  her  hate : 
Superiors?  death  !  and  equals? — whata  curse! 
But  an  inferior  not  dependent  ? — worse. 
Offend  her,  and  she  knows  not  to  forgive ; 
Oblige  her,  and  she  '11  hate  you  while  you  live : 
But  die,  and  she  '11  adore  you — Then  the  bust 
And  temple  rise — then  fall  again  to  dust. 
Last  night  her  lord  was  all  that 's  good  and  great ; 
A  knave  this  morning,  and  his  will  a  cheat. 
Strange !  by  the  means  defeated  of  the  ends. 
By  spirit  robb'd  of  power,  by  warmth  of  friends. 
By  wealth  of  followers  !  without  one  distress, 
Sick  of  herself  through  very  selfishness ! 
Atossa,  cursed  with  every  granted  prayer, 
Childless  with  all  her  child"  n,  wants  an  heir. 
To  heirs  unknown,  descendb  the  unguarded  store, 
Or  wanders,  heaven-directed,  to  the  poor. 

Pictures  like  these,  dear  madam,  to  design, 
Asks  no  firm  hand,  and  no  unerring  line ; 
Some  wandering  touches,  some  reflected  light. 
Some  flying  stroke  alone  can  hit  'em  right : 
For  how  could  equal  colours  do  the  knack  ? 
Cameleons  who  can  paint  in  white  and  black  ? 

"  Yet  Chloe  sure  was  form'd  without  a  spot." — 
Nature  in  her  then  err'd  not,  but  forgot, 
"  With  every  pleasing,  every  prudent  part, 
Say,  what  can  Chloe  wantr' — She  wants  a  ^"'art 
She  speaks,  behaves,  ar^d  acts  just  as  she  ought; 
But  never,  never  reach'd  one  ironeroua  thought. 
Virtue  she  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour. 
Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever. 
So  very  reasonable,  so  unmoved, 
As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  loved. 
She,  while  her  lover  pants  upon  her  breast, 
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Can  mark  the  figures  on  an  Indian  chest :  , 

And  vrhen  she  sees  her  friend  in  deep  despair, 
Observes  how  much  a  chintz  exceeds  mohair. 
Forbid  it,  Heaven,  a  favour  or  a  debt 
She  e'er  should  cancel ! — but  she  may  forget. 
Safe  is  your  secret  still  in  Chloe's  ear; 
But  none  of  Chloe's  shall  you  ever  hear. 
Of  all  her  dears  she  never  slander'd  one. 
But  cares  not  if  a  thousand  are  undone. 
Would  Chloe  know  if  you're  alive  or  dead! 
She  bids  her  footman  put  it  in  her  head. 
Chbe  is  prudent — Would  j    i  too  be  wiset 
Then  never  break  your  heart  when  Chloe  dies. 

One  certain  portrait  may  (I  grant)  be  seen, 
Which  Heaven  has  varnish'd  out  and  made  a  queen. 
The  same  for  ever  1  and  described  by  all 
With  truth  and  goodnegs,  as  with  crown  and  ball 
Poets  heap  virtues,  pai     ts  gems  at  will, 
And  shew  their  zeal,  and  hide  their  want  of  skill 
Tis  well— but,  artists  I  who  can  paint  or  write. 
To  draw  the  naked  is  your  true  delight. 
That  robe  of  quality  so  struts  and  swells, 
None  see  what  parts  of  nature  it  conceals; 
The  exactest  traits  of  body  or  of  mind. 
We  owe  to  models  of  an  humble  kind. 
If  Qdeensbeery  to  strip  there 's  no  compelling, 
Tis  from  a  handmaid  we  must  take  a  Helen. 
From  peer  or  bishop  'tis  no  easy  thing 
To  draw  the  man  who  loves  his  God  or  king : 
Alas  I  I  copy  (or  my  draught  would  fail) 
From  honest  Mahomet,*  or  plain  Parson  Hale. 

But  grant,  in  public,  men  sometimes  are  shewn, 

A  woman 's  seen  in  private  life  alone : 

Our  bolder  talents  in  full  light  display'd; 

Yoiir  virtues  open  fairest  in  the  shade. 

Bred  to  disguise,  in  public  'tis  you  hide ; 

There,  none  distinguish  'twixt  your  shame  or  pride. 

Weakness  or  delicacy;  all  so  nice, 

That  each  may  seem  a  virtue  or  a  vice. 

In  men,  we  various  ruling  passions  find ; 

In  women  two  almost  divide  the  kind; 

Those,  only  flx'd,  they  first  or  last  obey, 

The  love  of  pleasure,  andt  he  love  of  swav. 
rrioi   — -i..__  _j„ -_^  I  .         ...      J' 

w  but  to  please,  can  pleasure  seem  a  fault? 
Experience,  this ;  by  man's  oppression  curst, 
ThOT  seek  the  second  not  to  loao  the  first. 
Men,  some  to  business,  some  to  pleasure  take  j 
•  A  eervant,  md  to  ba  tho  son  of  a  Turkish  poslia. 
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But  every  woman  is  at  heart  a  rake : 
Men,  some  to  quiet,  Bome  to  public  strife; 
But  every  lady  would  be  queen  for  life. 

Yet  mark  tlie  fate  of  a  whole  sex  of  queens  • 
Power  all  their  end,  but  beauty  all  the  means: 
In  youth  they  conquer,  with  so  wild  a  rage, 
As  leaves  tnem  scarce  a  subject  in  their  age  : 
^or  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy,  they  roam; 
J^o  thought  of  peace  or  happiness  at  home, 
^ut  wisdom's  triumph  is  well-timed  retreat 
As  hard  a  science  to  the  fair  as  great  I 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  friendless  grown. 
Yet  hate  repose,  and  dread  to  be  alone, 
Worn  oat  in  public,  weary  every  eye, 
Nor  leave  one  sigh  behind  them  when  they  die. 

Pleasures  the  sex,  as  children  birds,  pursue. 
BtiU  out  of  reach,  yet  never  out  of  view  • 
Sure,  if  they  catch,  to  spoil  the  toy  at  most 
To  covet  flying,  and  regret  when  lost : 
At  la8t>  to  follies  youth  could  scarce  defend. 
It  grows  their  age's  prudence  to  pretend ; 
Ashamed  to  own  they  gave  delight  before, 
Keduced  to  feign  it,  when  they  give  no  mores 
As  hags  hold  Sabbaths  less  for  joy  than  spite. 
Ho  these  their  merry,  miserable  night : 

A  J  '^^^^  *'**^  """""^^  ***®  ghosts  of  beauty  glide, 
And  haunt  the  places  where  all  honour  died. 

See  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards  I 
A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old  age  of  cards; 
Fair  to  no  purpose,  artful  to  no  end, 
Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  friend; ' 
A  fop  their  passion,  but  their  prize  a  sot. 
Alive,  ridiculous ;  and  dead,  forgot  I 

Ah,  friend  !  to  dazzle  let  the  vain  design  • 
To  raise  the  thought,  and  touch  the  heart,  be  thine  I 
1  hat  chama  shaH  grow,  while  what  fatigues  the  rins 
Flaunts  and  goes  down,  an  ur     ,'arded  thing : 
-    w>,^nen  the  sun's  broad  bea'    aas  tired  the  sigUt. 
AH  mild  ascends  the  moon's  more  sober  light. 
Serene  in  virgin  modesty  she  shines. 
And  unobserved  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Oh  I  blest  with  temper,  whose  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  tomorrow  cheerful  as  to-day; 
She  who  can  love  a  sister's  charms,  or  hear 
-r-5t!=  i-_-i  It  »agaivr  rriiu  uunrOUiiueii  ear; 
She,  who  ne  er  answers  till  a  husband  coola, 
Ur,  if  she  rules  him,  never  shews  she  rules; 
Charms  by  accepHng,  by  submitting  swavt 
let  has  her  humour  most,  when  sho  obeys; 
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Let  fops  or  fortune  fly  which  war  they  wOI ; 
Disdains  all  loss  of  tickets  or  codiille  ; 
Spleen,  vapours,  or  small-pox,  above  them  all. 
And  mistress  of  herself,  though  china  fall 

And  yet,  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill, 
Woman 's  at  best  a  contradiction  still. 
Heaven,  when  it  strives  to  polish  all  it  can 
Its  last  best  work,  but  forms  a  softer  man ; 
Picks  from  each  sex,  to  make  the  favourite  bless'd. 
Your  love  of  pleasure,  our  desire  of  rest : 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  general  rules. 
Your  taste  of  follies,  with  our  scorn  of  fools : 
Reserve  with  frankness,  art  with  truth  allied. 
Courage  with  softness,  modesty  with  pride; 
Fix'd  principles,  with  fancy  ever  new; 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces you. 

Be  this  a  woman's  fame :  with  this  unbless'd. 
Toasts  hve  a  scorn,  and  queens  may  die  a  jest. 
This  Phoebus  promised  (I  forget  the  year) 
When  those  blue  eyes  first  open'd  on  the  sphere: 
Ascendant  Phoebus  watch'd  that  hour  with  care. 
Averted  half  your  parents'  simple  prayer; 
And  gave  you  beauty,  but  denied  the  pelf 
That  buys  your  sex  a  tyrant  o'er  itself. 
The  generous  god,  who  wit  and  gold  refines. 
And  ripens  spirits  as  he  ripens  mines, 
Kept  dross  for  duchesses,  the  world  shall  know  it 
io  you  gave  sense,  good-humour,  and  a  poet  • 
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EPISTLE   III. 
TO  ALLEN  LOED  BATHUKST. 

^  epistle  was  written  after  a  violent  outcry  against  our 
author,  on  suspicion  that  lie  had  ridiculed  a  worthy  noble- 
man  merely  for  his  wrong  taste.  He  justified  himself  upon 
that  article  ma  letter  to  the  Earl  of  Burlington  ;  at  the  end 
of  which  are  these  words  i  « I  have  learnt  that  there  are  some 

who  would  rather  hs  ™i»terl  *h-i<.  ~.-i-:.-.txi-...= j  ^z.      = 

3t  may  be  safer  to  attack  vices  than  follies.    I  wiU  therefore 
leave  my  betters  in  the  quiet  possession  of  their  idols,  their 

their  pnde  to  their  meanness,  from  their  vanities  to  their 
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miseries ;  and  as  the  only  certain  way  to  avoid  misconstruc- 
tions, to  lessen  ollence,  and  not  to  multiply  ill-natured  appli- 
cations,  I  may  probably,  in  my  next,  make  use  of  real  names 
instead  of  fictitious  ones." 

ARGUMENT. 

0»  THE  USE  OF  BXOHBE. 

^*«!«Af^**^.***  ^^v '»?'»*  '''"'ng  into  one  of  the  extremes,  avarice  or 
C{^;  J''®  P;?"'  discussed  whether  the  iuvenaon  of  money  hal 
been  more  commodious  or  pemiciouB  to  mankind.  That  riches,  either  to 
^H^  ^T^f*"  or  the  prodtpra/  cannot  aflToM  happiness.  sca?criy,.ecol 
yaries.  That  avarice  is  an  absolute  frenzy,  wifh^ut  .m  end  or  pnroosr 
Coi^ectures  about  the  motives  of  avaricious  men.  That  the  condKf 
men.  with  respect  to  riches,  can  only  Ije  accounted  for  by  the  order  of 
Srt!;'?f?^  which  works  the  gene/al  good  out  of  cxtreiSesrand^^fnJs 
all  to  its  ffreat  end  by  perpetual  revolutions.  How  a  mitir  acts  u.3 
principloa  which  appear  to  him  reasonable.     How  a  proXar  doe^  the 

life\L  ..?  ^'■'Vr*  'm^  '^^  °'>'^tou8.  in  two  examples ;  both  miserable  in 
Ufe  and  iu  death.    Tlie  story  of  Sir  Balaam. 

P-  Who  shall  decide,  when  doctors  disagreo, 
And  soundest  casuists  doubt,  like  you  and  "me? 
You  hold  the  word  from  Jove  to  Momus  given, 
That  man  was  made  the  standing  jest  of  Heaven; 
And  gold  but  sent  to  keep  the  fools  in  play, 
For  some  to  heap,  and  some  to  throw  away. 

But  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
(And  surely,  Heaven  and  I  are  of  a  mind,) 
Opine,  that  Nature,  as  in  duty  bound, 
Deep  hid  the  shining  mischief  under  ground. 
But  when  by  man's  audacious  labour  won. 
Flamed  forth  this  rival  to  its  sire,  the  sun, 
Then  careful  Heaven  supplied  two  sorts  of  men, 
To  squander  these,  and  those  to  hide  again. 

Like  doctors  thus,  when  much  dispute  has  past. 
We  find  our  tenets  just  the  same  at  last 
Both  fairly  owning,  riches,  in  efToct, 
No  grace  of  Heaven,  or  token  of  the  elect; 
Given  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  the  vain,  the  evil, 
To  Ward,  to  Waters,  Chartres,*  ar<d  the  Devil. 
•m      ^^'*''  "'*'^"*"®  wants,  commodious  gold  bestow, 
'Tis  thus  wo  eat  the  bread  another  sows. 

P.  But  how  unequal  it  bestows,  observe, 
[^Ib  thus  wo  riot,  while,  who  sow  it,  starve ; 
TTnat  na'ru.o  wauU,  (a  phniso  I  much  distrust,) 
Extends  to  luxury,  extends  to  lust : 

hvth^^n^^h^.^i"^  of  Hackney.  Member  of  Parliament,  belnff  prosocutel 
tha  Honse.  and  then  stood  on  the  pillory,  on  the  17th  of  Maroh  1727. 
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Useful,  I  gr&ni,  it  eerrcH  wbat  life  requires, 
Bi^  dreadful  too,  the  dark  assassin  hires. 

B.  Trade  it  may  help,  society  extend. 

P.  But  lures  the  pirate,  and  corrupts  the  friend. 

o.  It  raises  armies  its  a  nation's  aid. 
_  P.  But  bribes  a  senate,  and  the  land's  betrav'd 
Invammay  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave:    ' 
If  secret  gold  sap  on  from  knave  to  kna/e. 
Once,  we  confess,  beneath  the  patriot's  cl -ak  * 
From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  guinea  spoke. 

«  JITj^'J?^  '"^  ^°^"  *^®  back-stairs,  told  the  crew' 

Old  Oato  IS  as  great  a  rogue  as  you," 
Blest  paper-credit !  last  and  best  supply ! 
That  lends  corruption  lighter  wings  to  flv  I 
Wold  imp  d  by  thee,  can  compass  hardest  thin"fl. 
Can  pocket  states,  can  fetch  or  carry  kings  •    ° 
A  single  leaf  shall  waft  an  armv  o'er.t        ' 
Or  ship  off  senates  to  a  distant  shore  : 
A  le.i,  like  Sibyl's,  scatter  to  and  fro 
Our  fates  and  fortunes,  as  the  winds  shall  blow  • 
i-regnant  with  thousands  flits  the  scrap  unseen 
ou^    "*^  Bells  a  king,  or  buys  a  queen. 
Oh  I  that  such  bulky  bribes  as  all  might  see, 
Htill,  as  of  old,  encumber'd  villanyl 

Sill?  I'^u''-  ?  ^""T  *^'^^'^*  °»'"  b™^«  <Je8ignB, 
With  all  their  brandies  or  with  all  their  wines? 

found!  """'^  *'''"'  ^""'^^^  °''  '^"''■*'  '"''- 

Or  water  all  the  quorum  ten  miles  round? 
A  statesman's  slumbers  how  this  speech  would  spoil ' 
"Sir,  Spam  has  sent  a  thousand  jars  of  oil;       ^      ' 
Huge  bales  of  British  cloth  blockade  the  door- 
A  hundred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar." 

Poor  avarice  one  torment  more  would  find  • 
JNor  could  profusion  squander  all  in  kind,     ' 
A«![  w  ^'',  "'^^^s?  Sir  Morgan  might  wo  meet; 
WhnJ; '''•it ^  "^'""^  ''^'^'^  ^''«"*  ^^'•eefc  to  street  ;t 

VH^ZTi  *  T^  '^  '''^^'  *"'^  "•'e"  «o  mazed. 
Pity  mistakes  for  some  poor  tradesman  crazed. 

bBon  olo«^(od  br  the  klnjr  wl  ore  he     L  rL  r J^    Iwck-door  from  h,wing 

_^T   AliildCUl  bi>  feCivcnil  m<nla»o..s.  "'"•—>>" -.."._.   .      - 

Pai<is.  banished  to  Pontoi.so  In  the  ■    .7 rao  "uambmt  of 
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Had  Colepepper's*  t  b'jl'j  wifth  been  hops  and  hogs. 

Could  he  himself  iU*«7e  mn*,  it  io  the  ^J^-osf 

His  grace  will  gn  u?> :  \~  Whit.;',»  «*  b  i  li  he  led. 

With  spurning  J  tc?B  ivM  with  a  bntviaij  bead. 

To  White's  be  ca.r  ied.  .9  to  auoient  vj  ^aJe. 

Fafr  courasra,  ym-  ^  tad  fMuth.^  flay; ir  j. 

Shall  so(  ',  Adoai»,  ao  p^rfosaed  and  tir^o, 

Drhre  to  S<j  James'f     whole  herd  of  swiue? 

01s,  filthy  cueck  on  ail  industrious  skill, 

..!>  •;  )oil  the  nation's  last  great  trade,  quadrille  I 

K^cx  ca  then,  my  lord,  jn  such  a  world  we  fall, 

Vi^hfei  say  Tou?    B.  &ay?  Why,  tale  it,  £old  and  all 

P,  Whj  {  nchat  give  us  let  us  thv^n  inquire : 
Meai,  lire,  vnd  '.iothcs,    B.  What  mere  !f    P.  Meat,  clothes. 
ana  fire.  * 

Is  this  too  I'ttic!  j  would  yon  more  than  live? 
Alas  I  'tis  more  iliaa  Turner  finds  they  give. 
Alas  I  'tis  more  than  (all  his  visions  past) 
Unhappy  Wharton,  waking,  found  at  last  I 
What  can  they  give  ?  to  dying  Hopkins,t  hetrel  . 
lo  Chartres,  >.i,^our;  Japhet>4:  nose  and  ears} 
Can  they  in  geiia  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow. 
In  Fulvia's  Bo^m.  ease  the  throbs  below : 
Or  heal,  old  Nur  os,  thy  skvbkbb  ail, 
With  all  the  eml  >  )idery  plastor'd  at  thy  tail? 
They  might  ^were  darpax  not  too  wise  to  spend) 
Give  Harpax'  self  '■  he  blessing  of  a  friend ; 
Or  find  some  doctor  that  would  save  the  life 
Of  wretched  Shylock,  spite  of  Shylock's  wife : 
But  thousands  die  without  or  this  or  that, 
Die,  and  endow  a  college,  or  a  cat.§ 
To  some,  indeed.  Heaven  grants  the  happier  fate. 
To  enrich  a  bastard,  or  a  son  they  hate. 

Perhaps  you  think  the  poor  might  havt  their  part? 
Bond  scoBws  the  poor,  and  hates  them  from  his  heart- 
The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule 
That  every  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool : 
"God  cannot  love  (says  Blunt,  with  tearless  eyes) 
The  wretch  he  starves  "-and  piously  denies : 

» J!L?i'<- 1!""*™  Cplepopper,  Burt.,  a  person  of  an  anciimt  famUv  and 
l^'^ht  „'?*"?;,''**''°".*  •'"^  "*her  qualltrof  a  gentleman  X.  X/rX- 
Injr  hi^..elf  at  the  guminK- table,  passo-i  tiie  rest  of  his  days  in  sltt  iiJ  there 

intbeamiy.wiilob  was  offered  film.  ,  — -w.«»...o  «  pu<,w 

ti,L«  JS!lt.  *■        •  ?^  '*'         "^  Stranger,  was  punished  with  the  losa  of 

i  A  ^fif"  ^"^  ''r'"?  'f  *»  .nvoyance  of  an  Mo  to  himeelf. 

J  A  duchess  in  her  last  v  oon»iderabi»  legacies  and  anmiiUos  to  hvv 
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Bat  the  good  bisbop,  with  a  meeker  air, 
Admits,  and  leaves  them,  Providence's  care. 

Yet,  to  be  just  to  these  poor  men  of  pelf. 
Bach  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himself : 
Condemn'd  to  the  mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  slave  that  dig^  it,  and  the  slave  that  hides. 

B.  Who  suffer  thus,  mere  charity  should  own. 
Must  act  on  motives  powerful,  though  unknown. 

P,  Some  war,  some  plague,  or  famine^  they  foresee. 
Some  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 
Why  Shylock  wants  a  meal,  the  cause  is  found. 
He  thinks  a  loaf  will  rise  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  directors  cheat  in  South-Sea  year? 
To  live  on  venison  when  it  sold  so  dear.* 

Ask  you  why  Phryne  the  whole  aucUon  buys? 
Phryne  foresees  a  general  excise,  h 
Why  she  and  Sappho  raise  that  monsirous  snmf 
■Alas  I  they  fear  a  man  will  cost  a  plum. 

Wise  Peter  sees  the  world's  respect  for  gold. 
And  therefore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  so^ : 
Glonous  ambition  I    Peter  sweU  thy  store, 
And  be  what  Eome's  great  Didius  t  was  before. 

The  crown  of  Poland,  venal  twice  an  age. 
To  just  three  millions  stinted  modest  Gage: 
But  nobler  scenes  Maria's  dreams  unfold, 
Hereditary  realms,  and  worlds  of  gold : 
Congenial  souls,  whose  life  one  avarice  joins. 
And  one  fate  buries  in  the  Asturian  mines. 

Much  injured  Blunt  1§  why  bears  he  Briiain's  hate? 
A  wizard  told  him  in  these  words  our  fate : 
At  length  corruption,  like  a  general  flood, 
(So  long  by  watchful  ministers  withstood,) 
Shall  deluge  all;  and  avarice  creeping  on. 
Spread  like  a  low-born  mist,  and  blot  the  sun : 
Statesman  and  patriot  ply  alike  the  stocks. 
1  ceress  and  butler  share  alike  the  box. 
And  judges  job,  and  bishops  bite  the  town. 
And  mighty  dukes  pack  cards  for  half-a-crown. 
Bee  Britain  sunk  in  lucre's  sordid  charms, 

•T^  «Tr  'TI^T^  ''''  ^^^''^'^  *°*^  Edwabd's  arms  I" 
Tvr?«  ;?.T''''^**^^°'  «^'''*  scrivener  I  iired  thy  bmin. 
gor  lordly  luxury,  nor  city  gain :  * 

JMo,  twas  thy  righteous  end,  ashamed  to  see 

"f-rt  -.-  Tcu.^^  „^^  ^,„jjj  ijjir,^  Jq  jjy^  pounds. 
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Senates  degenerate,  patriots  disagree, 

And  nobly  wishing  party-rage  to  cease, 

To  buy  both  sides,  and  give  thy  country  peace. 

"All  this  is  madness,"  cries  a  sober  sage : 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reason  in  his  rage? 
"The  ruling  passion,  be  it  what  it  will. 
The  ruling  passion  conquers  reason  still." 
Less  mad  the  wildest  whimsey  we  can  frame. 
Than  even  that  passion,  if  it  has  no  aim ; 
For  though  such  motjives  folly  you  may  call. 
The  folly 's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 
Hear  then  the  truth :  « 'Tis  Heaven  each  passion  ends 
And  different  men  directs  to  different  ends. 
Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce. 
Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  use." 
Ask  me  what  makes  one  keep,  and  one  bestow! 
Q'hat  Power  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow, 
Bids  seed-time,  harvest,  equal  course  maintain. 
Through  reconciled  extremes  of  drought  and  rain. 
Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds, 
And  gives  the  eternal  wheels  to  know  their  rounds. 

Riches,  like  insects,  when  conceal'd  they  lie. 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  season  fly. 
Who  sees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidst  his  store, 
Sees  but  a  backward  steward  for  the  poor; 
This  year  a  reservoir,  to  keep  and  spare : 
The  next,  a  fountain,  spouting  through  his  hair 
In  lavish  streams  to  quench  a  country's  thirst,  ' 
And  men  and  dogs  shall  drink  him  till  they  burst. 

Old  Cotta  shamed  his  fortune  and  his  birth. 
Yet  was  not  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth  : 
What  though  (the  use  of  barbarous  spits  forgot) 
His  kitchen  vied  in  roolness  with  his  grot  ? 
His  court  with  netv.es,  moats  with  cresses  stored. 
With  soups  unbought  and  salads  bless'd  his  board? 
If  Cotta  lived  on  pulse,  it  was  no  more 
Than  Brahmins,  saints,  and  sages,  did  before; 
To  cram  the  rich  with  prodigal  expense. 
And  who  would  take  the  poor  from  Providence? 
Like  some  lono  Chartreux  stands  the  good  old  hall. 
Silence  without,  and  lasts  within  the  wall; 
No  rafter'd  roofs  with  dance  and  tabor  sound, 
No  noontide  bell  invites  the  country  round  : 
'J^:!nant8  with  sighsthe  smokeless  towers  survey, 
^■iisu  lam  ins  unwiiliug  oLcua  another  way : 
Benighted  wanderers,  the  forest  o'er, 
Curse  the  saved  candle,  and  unopening  door; 
While  the  gaunt  mastiff,  growling  at  the  gate, 
Aflrights  the  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  eat. 
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Not  BO  hJB  sou;  he  marfd  this  overelghfc, 
iUid  theu  mistook  reverse  of  wrong  for  right 
^or  what  to  shup  wiU  no  great  Icnowledge  need. 
Bat  what  to  fcllo*,  is  a  task  indeed.) 
Yet  sure,  of  qualities  deserving  praise. 
More  go  to  ruiri  fortunes,  than  to  raise. 
What  BlaugLter-d  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wine 
FUl  the  capacious  squire,  and  deep  divine  I 
Yet  no  mean  motive  this  profusion  di-aws, 

,^J8  9^en  perish  in  bis  country's  cause ; 
Tis  Gkoroh  end  L  bebty  that  crowns  the  cup. 
And  zeal  for  that  great  house  which  eats  him  up. 
Ihe  woods  recede  around  the  naked  seat, 
Ihe  silvans  groan— no  matter— for  the  fleet : 

^ei.  goes  his  wool— to  clothe  our  valiant  bauds; 

liast,  for  his  country's  love,  he  sells  his  lands, 

10  town  he  comes,  completes  the  nation's  hope. 

And  heads  the  bold  trainbands,  and  burns  awpe. 

And  shall  not  Britain  now  regard  his  toils, 

ilntam,  that  pays  her  patriots  with  her  spoils? 

M-  ^!i."  a*  court  the  bankrupt  pleads  Us  cause. 

Uis  thankless  country  leaves  him  to  her  laws. 
Ihe  sense  to  value  riches,  with  the  art 

10  enjoy  them,  and  the  virtue  to  impart, 

X^ot  meanly,  nor  ambitiously  pursucT, 

jNot  sunk  by  sloth,  nor  raised  by  servitude; 

1 0  balance  fortune  by  a  just  expense. 

Join  with  economy,  magnificence; 

With  splendour,  charity;  with  plenty,  heaiih ; 

Oh  teach  us,  Bathubst  1  yet  unspoU'd  by  wealth  I 

That  secret  rare,  between  the  extremes  t6  move 

uxmad  good-nature,  and  of  mean  self-love. 

ArS  .-    ^°^'^  or  want  well  weigh'd  be  bounty  given. 
And  ease,  or  emulate,  the  care  of  Heaven ;  * 

(Whose  measure  full  o'erflows  on  human  race:) 

wSIk  *^'''!{?*  '  ^*"^'i'  ^"*^  J"««f^  her  ff*««e.    "^ 

Wealth  m  the  gross  is  death,  but  life  diffused; 

AS  poison  heals,  in  just  proportion  used : 

in  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  stink  it  lies, 
T>  'S!  <*'8Peraed,  is  incense  to  tbr  >ku:.^ 
l-.  Who  starves  by  nobles,  or  with  u>Uod  eats} 

rhe  wretch  that  trusts  them,  and  the  rogue  that  cheats. 

I8  there  a  lord  that  knows  a  cheerful  noon 

Without  a  fiddler,  flatterer,  or  l.nffnnn » 

n  nose  lawo,  wit,  or  modest  merit  share, 
Unelbowd  by  a  gamester,  or  a  player? 

•Tn  n/^PA® ■  y°"''*'  *»•'  0xF0BD'8l)etter  part, 

io  ease  the  oppress'(i  and  raise  the  sinking  heart  I 

Where er  he  shines,  0  Fortune!  gild  the  gfene" 
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And  angels  guard  him  in  the  golden  mean ! 
There,  English  bounty  yet  awiu  a  may  stand. 
And  honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 

But  all  our  praisea  why  should  lords  engross? 
Rise,  honest  muse !  and  sing  the  Man  of  Ross;  * 
Pleased  Vaga  echoes  thro     h  her  winding  bounds, 
And  rapid  Severn  hoarse  applause  resounds. 
"Who  hung  with  wooJs  yon  mountain's  sultry  brow? 
Prom  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  f 
Not  to  the  skies  in  useless  columns  toss'd, 
<^r  ill  proud  falls  magnificently  lost. 
But  clear  and  artless,  pouring  through  the  plain 
Health  to  the  sick,  and  solace  to  the  swain. 
Whose  causeway  parts  the  vaic  with  shady  rows? 
Whose  seats  -he  weary  traveller  rspose  ? 
Who  taught  that  heaven-directed  spire  to  rise  ? 
"  The  Man  of  Ross  !  "  each  lisping  babe  replies. 
Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'erspread  I 
The  Man  of  Koss  divides  the  weekly  bread  ; 
He  feeds  yon  alms-house,  neat,  bu'.  void  of  state, 
Where  age  and  want  sit  smiling  Rt  ihe  gate : 
Him  portion'd  maids,  apprenticed  orpb  .ns  bless'd. 
The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  rest. 
Is  any  sick  ?  the  Man  of  Ross  relieves, 
Prescribes      tends,  the  medic.  ■«,  makes,  and  gives. 
Is  there  ii  vbiiance  ?  enter  but  i  %  door, 
Balk'd  are  the  courts,  and  cont< .  .  's  no  more. 
Despairing  quacks  with  curses  fit     he  plat  >, 
And  vile  attorneyB,  u  w  a  useless  ra  "*. 

B.  Thrice  happy  miai  J  enabled  to      rsu" 
What  all  so  wish,    ut  want  the  poT      te  do ' 
Oh  say,  what  sums  that  generoue     ad  sup'^ 
What  mines,  to  swell  that  boundless  charit 

P.  Uf  debts,  and  taxes,  wife  and  chudron 
This  man  possess' d — live  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
Blush,  gi'.ndeur,  blush  ;  proud  court,  withdraw  your  blaze  f 
Ye  little  stars  1  hid    vour  dimiinsh'd  rayg. 

B.  And  what?  nt  aionument,  inscription,  stone? 
His  race,  his  form,  his  name  almost  unknown  ? 

P.  Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  Fame, 
Will  never  mark  f  he  marble  with  Ma  name : 
Go,  B'-utfh  it  '.here  f  where  to  be  born  and  die, 
Of  rich  an]  poojf,  makes  all  the  history; 

•  Tlie  penton  here     ■  ebrate<i      ho  with  a  Bmall  estate  actually  performed  all 

Tht  Man  of  i  »,  gives»  him  by  way  ol  emiiienoe,  and  pw-'t  ty  by  being  buried 
■without  BO  n  oh  aa  an  innoripHon,)  was  mllcd  Mr  John  ivyrle.  He  died  In 
the  year  \Tii  iged  nii  ty,  uud  Um  Interred  in  the  chancel  cf  the  church  of 
Buss  In  Horo!     '  ■!  ire. 
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Enough,  that  virtue  fill'd  the  apace  between : 
PtOYed,  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been. 
When  Ho^ins  dies,  a  thousand  lights  attend 
The  wretch,  who  living  Baved  a  candle's  end: 
Shouldering  God's  altar  a  vile  image  stands, 
Belies  his  features,  nay,  extends  his  hands; 
That  livelong  wig  which  Gorgon's  self  might  own. 
Eternal  buckle  takes  in  parian  stone. 
Behold  what  blessings  wealth  to  life  can  lend ! 
And  see,  what  comfort  it  affords  our  end. 

In  the  worst  inn's  worst  room,  with  mat  half  hung. 
The  floors  of  plaster,  and  the  walls  of  dung. 
On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repair'd  with  straw. 
With  tape-tied  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw. 
The  George  and  Garter  dangling  from  that  bed 
Where  tawdry  yellow  strove  with  dirty  red, 
Great  Villier8fies*-ala8 1  how  changed  from  him. 
That  hfe  of  pleasure,  and  that  soul  of  whim  I 
Gallwit  and  gay,  in  Cliefden's  proud  alcove, 
The  bowOT  of  wanton  Shrewsbury  f  and  love  • 
Orjustaagay,  at  council,  in  a  ring  ' 

Of  mimic  statesmen,  and  their  merry  kine 
No  wit  to  flatter,  left  of  all  his  store  I 
No  fool  to  laugh  at,  which  he  valued  more. 
There,  victor  of  his  health,  of  fortune,  friends. 
And  fame;  this  lord  of  useless  thousands  ends. 

His  Grace's  fate  sage  Ciitk  r  could  foresee. 
And  well  (he  thought)  advLsed  him,  "  Live  like  mo  " 
As  well  his  Grace  replied,  "  Like  you.  Sir  John  f 
That  I  can  do,  when  all  I  have  is  gone." 
I^lve  me.  Reason,  which  of  these  is  worse, 

nL    ,T**"  *  ^^^'  °^  ^**'^  a»  empty  purse! 
Ihy  life  more  wretched.  Cutler,  was  confess'd. 
Arise,  and  tell  me,  was  thy  death  more  blesa'd  J 
Cutler  saw  tenants  break,  and  houses  fall, 
1'  or  very  want ;   he  could  not  build  a  wall. 
His  only  daughter  in  a  stranger's  power, 
*or  very  want ;  he  could  not  pay  a  dower. 
A  few  gray  hairs  his  reverentl  temples  crownU 
Twas  very  want  that  sold  them  for  two  pound! 
What,  e  en  denied  a  cordial  at  his  end, 

wi?  *  u^.*'*®  ^°'^^^'  *"^  expell'd  the  friend? 
wnat  but  a  want,  which  you  perhaps  think  mad, 

b^'*??,^^  y«*  »o«»  fwnoiw  for  his  tIom  than  hU  tni«>»^.. ,.._. 
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un9  popis^s  POEifa. 

Tet  numbers  fed  the  want  of  what  he  had  i  ^ 

Cutler  and  Brutus,  dyings  both  exclaim, 

"  Virtue  I  and  wealth  t  what  are  ye  but  a  name  t " 

Say,  for  such  worth  are  other  worlds  prepared  1 
Or  are  they  both,  in  this,  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point  I  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
But  you  are  tired^ — 1 11  tell  a  tale.— B.  Agreed. 

P.  Where  London's  solumn,*  pointing  at  the  skies 
Like  a  tall  bully,  lifts  the  head,  and  lies; 
There  dwelt  a  citizen  of  sober  faiue, 
A  plain  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name; 
Religious,  punctual,  frugal,  and  so  forth; 
His  word  would  pass  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 
One  solid  dish  his  week-day  meal  affords, 
An  added  puddin<;  solemnised  the  Lord's : 
Constant  at  church,  and  'Change ;  his  gains  were  sure, 
His  givings  rare,  save  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  devil  was  piqued  such  saintship  to  behold. 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old : 
But  Satan  now  is  wiser  than  of  yore. 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor. 

Roused  by  the  prince  of  air,  the  whirlwinds  sweep 
The  surge,  and  plunge  hie  father  in  the  deep; 
Then  full  against  his  Cornish  lands  they  roar, 
And  two  rich  shipwrecks  bless  the  lucky  shore. 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  other  folks. 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes: 
"  Live  like  yourself,"  was  soon  my  lady's  word ;  ' 

And  lo  I  two  puddings  smoked  upon  the  board. 

Asleep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay. 
An  honest  factor  stole  a  gem  away : 
He  pledged  it  to  the  knight;  the  knight  had  wit, 
So  kept  the  diamond,  and  the  vogue  was  bit. 
Some  scruple  rose,  but  thus  he  eased  his  thought, 
"  i  'il  now  give  sixpence  where  I  «?ave  a  groat ; 
Where  once  I  went  to  church,  I'll  now  go  twioe — ■ 
And  am  so  clear  too  of  all  other  vice." 

The  tempter  saw  his  time ;  the  work  ho  plied  j 
Stock  and  subscriptions  pour  on  every  side, 
Till  all  the  demon  makes  his  full  descent 
In  one  abundant  shower  of  cent,  per  cent., 
Sinks  deep  within  him,  and  possesses  whole, 
Then  dubs  director,  and  secures  his  soul. 

Behold  Sir  Balaam,  now  a  man  of  spirit, 

iVnCttuiia  uia  ^viViTij^a  T<0  Hia  p&rta  uiiu  iiici  it  | 

What  late  he  call'd  a  blessing,  now  was  wit, 

•  The  Monument,  bullfc  Jn  mamory  of  the  Qreafc  Fire  of  London,  with  nn 
Inscription  importing  that  city  to  have  been  burned  by  the  Papists.  The  iu- 
(cviptlou  has  since  boon  enued. 
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And  Qod'g  good  providence  a  lucky  h!t. 
I  hings  change  their  titles  as  our  mannera  tnrn  • 
Hw  counting-house  employ'd  the  Sunday  morn: 
Seldom  at  church,  ('twas  such  a  busy  life ) 
But  duly  sent  his  family  and  wife. 

V'^Zi^^  ^^^"^^  ordain'd)  one  Christmas-tide 
My  good  old  lady  catch'd  a  cold,  and  died 

A  nymph  of  quality  admires  our  knight: 
He  marries  bows  at  court,  and  grows  oolite  : 

fclin^  *l""  *''*''  and  joins  (to  please  the  fair) 
The  well-bred  OBxrtES  in  St  James's  air :  ^ 

Jirst,  for  his  son  a  gay  commission  buys. 
Who  8W1CAB8,  drinks,  fights,  and  in  a  duel  dies: 
His  daughter  flaunts  a  viscount's  tawdry  wife  • 
fc>he  bears  a  coronet  and  fool  fob  life.  * 

In  Britain's  senate  he  a  seat  obtains. 
And  one  more  pensioner  St  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  falls  to  play ;  so  bad  hJr  chafce. 
He  must  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France  • 
The  House  impeach  him  ;  Coningsby  harangues. 
The  court  forsake  him,  and  Sir  Bdf^m  JanS?' 
Wife,  son  and  daughter,  Satan!  are  thy  owf 

And  sad  Sir  Balaam  curses  God  and  dieg. 
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EPISTLE   ly. 
TO  RIOHABD  BOYLE,  EARL  OP  BURLINGTON. 
ARGUMENT.  « 

or  'HK  USB  OF  RIOHin. 

thing  e!«i.  1,  .«o,^«L^  TKSXf7itKr  «^      n'"  ''"'•y" 
In  works  of  mere  luxurv  ami  nln<ro,f,;«      ?    V   '  ^ /"Uow  nature,  oven 
eard^tini,,  where  all  S  beadSfd  to  fli""**"""**  h  '"•«*''«'«r«  and 
nnd  the  befiutles  not  forced  i..i^u>»  *         ,  ?""!.**  ""'' «"«  of  the  place 
dl.»p»oint-.d  i^thelVSeM^J^'li^  ;r^^^^^^  «fc.    How  mef/^o 

giuiid  error  of  which  in  to  i,n  iKil,,,  th«?  ^,1.1  ^mni/lcmc;  the  tint 
dtmwrt.,1,  innteadof  the  m-imotL^n^/7*'*"  co'J«l«t«  in  thewwMid 
»ecoi.d,  either  in  JoinlnKCthor  „„w/'*'''\""*^  ^^  *•'«  »*"'<.•  «'<•  the 
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L 


to  be  aqoandared  in  thte  manner,  sinoe  It  is  dinwned  to  the  doot  und 

for  tiie  expense  of  g,-tat  men, 
I  wbiob  beoome  a  prinet. 

'Tja  atrango,  the  miser  ahould  Ws  cares  employ 
To  gain  those  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy: 
Is  it  less  strange,  the  prodigal  should  waste 
His  wealth,  to  purchase  what  he  ne'er  can  tasto  i 
Not  for  himseli  he  sees,  or  hears,  or  eats; 
Artists  must  choose  his  pictures,  music,  meats : 
He  buys  for  Topham,*  drawings  and  designs. 
For  Pembrolce,  statues,  dirty  gods,  and  coins: 
Eare  monkish  manuscripts  for  Heame  alone 
And  books  for  Mead,  and  butterflies  for  Sloane. 

For  what  hf>8  Virro  painted,  built,  and  planted  f 
Only  to  shew  tiow  many  tastes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Visto's  Ul-got  wealth  to  waste » 
Borne  demon  whisper'd,  "  Visto  1  have  a  taste." 
Heaven  visits  with  a  taste  the  wealthy  fool, 
And  needs  no  rod  but  Ripley  f  with  a  rule 
See  I  sportive  fate,  to  punish  awkward  prido. 
Bids  Bubo  build,  and  sends  him  such  »  guide  • 
A  standing  sermon,  at  each  year's  expense. 
5 hat  never  coxcomb  reach'd  magnificence! 

You  shew  us,  Rome  was  glorious,  not  profuse, 
And  pompous  buildings  once  were  things  of  uae. 
let  shall  (my  lord)  your  just,  your  noble  rules. 
Fill  half  the  land  with  imitating  fools ; 
Who  random  drawings  from  your  sheets  shall  take. 
And  of  one  beauty  many  blunders  make; 
Load  some  vain  church  with  old  theatric  state. 
Turn  arcs  of  triumph  to  a  garden-gate ; 
Reverse  your  ornaments;  and  hang  them  all 
On  Borae  patch'd  dog-hole  eked  with  ends  of  wall; 
Then  clap  four  slices  of  pilaater  on 't. 
That  laced  with  bits  of  rustic,  makes  a  front : 
Shall  call  tlie  winda  through  long  arcadus  to  roar. 
Proud  to  catch  cold  at  a  Venetian  door; 
Conscious  they  act  a  true  Palladian  part, 
And  if  they  starve,  they  starve  by  rules  of  art. 

Oft  have  you  hinted  to  yotir  brother  poor, 
A  certain  truth,  which  many  buy  too  dear : 
Something  there  is  more  needful  than  expeneo. 

And  SOlOBtliiiis?  nrfi"'£i!iH  ^'aa  4n  t--*- i^Q:  .s^^  r.—  - 

!  Ajf"tleman  famous  fora  judfclons  oollectSoa  of  drewJugs. 

t  rhla  juaii  was  a  wirpeuUtr.  omplo>.Hi  by  a  firat  rniuigter,  who  i«lii*i  Wm 
to  m  Rruhlt-eot,  without  my  gonfus  in  the  at-fe ;  au<l  ftfttv  aonio  wrct(!!icd 
i^f  Yw"k  °^      public  buildings,  mad^  him  couuHroliw ««'  Iho 
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Qood-aenge.  which  only  is  the  gift  of  Heawn 

i'ltWr-''"^"""^'  S'^^y  '^^^^  *he  seven : 
A  lights  Which  in  yourself  you  must  perceivo; 

"T^'^t^  Ndtre  have  it  not  to  gi^^.        ' 

t/vIwI  '  ***  P^»"*'  whatever  yoa  intend, 

Jo  8we  1  the  terrace,  or  to  sink  the  grot; 
In  all,  let  nature  never  be  forgot 
But  treat  the  goddess  like  a  modest  fair. 
«or  over-dress,  nor  leave  her  wholly  bare; 
Let  not  each  beauty  everywhere  be  spied. 
Where  half  the  skill  is  decently  to  hide. 
«e  gams  all  points  who  pleasingly  confonndi. 
Surprises  varies,  and  conceals  the^bounds.  ^ 

Thoffn    J?®  ^?*"^  °^  **»«  place  i"  »» ; 
i  hat  tells  the  waters  or  to  rise  or  fall ; 

Ur  helps  the  ambitious  hill  the  heavens  to  scale 
Or  8cooi>8  in  circling  theatres  the  vale?  ' 

Joins  willing  woods,  and  varies  shades  from  shades- 
Now  breaks,  or  now  directs,  the  intendSnes  •     ' 

Still  foUow  sense,  of  every  art  the  soul. 
Parts  answering  parts  shall  slide  into  a  whole 
bpontaneous  beauties  all  around  advance' 

Ki^TalK™  ^''"°"'!i^'  «*"^«  from  cLnce  : 
mature  shall  join  you ;  Time  shall  make  it  ^row 

w-f?  ^.  T''^^'  at-perhaps  a  Srowr  ^ 
WiUiout  It,  proud  Vereaill^ !  thv  glorv  falls. 
And  Nero's  termces  desert  their  wallfr^      ^ 
Ihe  vast  parterres  h  thousand  hands  shall  make 

S?  IS^^^  ^""^''i  ^"•^  ««*«*  «»««»  with  a  lake  . 
Yoini  ;S  ^'«^^'.?,«>»«h  mountains  to  the  £« 
EvZ  „  "'*  ^'''"''  ^"^^  *''*  ^'^^'t^'-'d  seat  again.  ^      ' 

w  I  i*?,^^""'**^  ««*  ^f  Clarke .• 
Behold  ViUari.Vs  ten  years'  toil  complete- 
Ha  quincunx  darkens,  his  espalieremeot  •   ' 
lidXnSrj't  *?"  P^*^"'  *•»«  Pa-^  «nite, 

A  wjving.glow  the  blLr/S  dtX^^"^     ''  ""''' 
BlMhing  m  bright  diveraities  of  dai    ^' 
With  8.1vep.quiy«nng  rills  meand«r\i  o'er- 
Enjoy  them,  you  3  Vlliari«  can  --.  ~-^ 
TI«T..5*  the  aceue  parterres  and  fnuitliins  vi^M 

•  Dr  8.  <7  v^^    .   ^""**  ^""^^  ^'"^  P'^'^^^  Sabbus  .trny'd 
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Or  Bat  delighted  in  the  thickening  shade, 
With  annual  joy  the  reddening  shoots  to  greet, 
Or  see  the  stretching  branches  long  to  meet ! 
His  son's  fine  taste  an  opening  vista  loves, 
Foe  to  the  dryads  of  his  father's  groves; 
One  boundless  green,  or  flourish'd  carpet  views. 
With  all  the  mournful  family  of  yews ; 
The  thriving  plants,  ignoble  broomsticks  made, 
Now  sweep  those  alleys  they  were  born  to  shade. 

At  Timon's  villa  let  us  pass  a  day, 
W^here  all  cry  out,  "  What  suras  are  thrown  away  I " 
So  proud,  so  grand ;  of  that  stupendous  air, 
Soft  and  agreeable  come  never  there. 
Greatness,  with  Timon,  dwells  in  such  a  draught 
As  brings  all  Brobdignag  before  your  thought. 
To  compass  this,  his  building  is  a  town, 
His  pond  an  ocean,  his  parterre  a  down : 
Who  but  must  laugh,  the  master  when  he  sees, 
A  puny  insect,  shivering  at  a  breeze  1 
Lo,  what  huge  heaps  of  littleness  around  I 
The  whole,  a  labour'd  quarry  above  ground. 
Two  cupids  squirt  before :  a  lake  behind 
Improves  the  keenness  of  the  northern  wind. 
His  gardens  next  your  admiration  call. 
On  every  side  you  look,  behold  the  wall  I 
No  pleasing  intricacies  intervene, 
No  artful  wildness  to  perplex  the  scene ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  valley  has  a  brother. 
And  half  the  platform  just  reflects  the  other. 
The  suffering  eye  inverted  nature  sees^ 
Trees  cut  to  statues,  statues  thick  as  trees; 
With  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play'd ; 
And  there  a  summer-house,  that  knows  no  shade  ; 
Here  Amphitrite  sails  through  myrtle  bowers; 
There  gladiators  fight,  or  die  in  flowers; 
Unwater'd  see  the  drooping  sea-horse  mourn, 
And  swallows  rcost  in  Nllus'  dusty  urn. 

My  lord  advances  with  majestic  mien, 
Smit  with  the  mighty  pleasure,  to  be  seen : 
But  soft— by  re^nlar  approach— not  yet — 
First  through  tho  length  of  yon  hot  terrace  sweat  j 
And  when  up  ten  stoop  slopes  you've  dragg'd  your  thighs, 
Just  at  his  study-door  he  '11  bless  your  eyes. 

His  study  I  with  what  authors  is  it  stored? 
In  books,  not  authors,  curious  is  my  lord ; 
To  all  their  dated  backs  he  turnn  you  round  j 
These  Aldus  printed,  those  Du  SuSil  has  bound  5 
L(),  some  are  vellum,  and  the  reat  m  good 
For  all  his  lordship  knows,  but  they  tin  wuoA. 
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For  Locke  or  Milton  'tis  in  yam  to  look, 

These  shelves  admit  not  any  modern  book. 
And  now  the  chapel's  silver  bell  you  hear. 

That  summons  you  to  ail  the  pride  of  prayer : 

Light  quirks  of  music,  broken  and  uneven. 

Make  the  soul  dance  upon  a  jig  to  heaven.     . 
^  On  painted  ceilings  you  devoutly  stare, 

Where  sprawl  the  saints  of  Yerrio  or  Laguerre  • 

On  gilded  clouds  in  fair  expansion  lie,  ' 

And  bring  all  paradise  before  your  eye. 

To  rest,  the  cushion  and  soft  dean  invite, 

Who  never  mentions  hell  to  ears  polite.f 
But  hark  I  the  chiming  clocks  to  dinner  call: 

A  hundred  looisteps  scrape  the  marble  hall : 

1  he  rich  buffet  weil-colour'd  serpents  grace. 
And  gaping  tritons  spout  to  wash  your  face. 

Is  this  a  dinner?  this  a  genial  room  I 
ISO,  'tis  a  temple,  and  a  hecatomb. 
A.  solemn  sacrifice,  perform'd  in  state. 
You  drink  by  measure,  and  to  minutes  eat 
Ho  qm(^  retires  each  flying  course,  you'd  s'vear 
Sancho  s  dread  doctor  and  his  wand  were  there 
Between  each  act  the  trembling  salvers  ring 
From  soup  to  sweet  wine,  and  God  bless  the'kinjr 
In  plenty  starving,  tantalised  in  state. 
And  complaisantly  help'd  to  all  I  hate, 
Ireated,  caress'. ,  and  tired,  I  take  my  leave. 
Bick  of  his  civil  pride  from  morn  to  eve  • 
I  curse  such  lavish  cost,  and  little  skill,  ' 
And  swear  no  day  was  ever  pass'd  so  ill. 

w  ouw  "u^  **»^FOf  are  clothed,  the  hungry  fed  :± 
Health  to  himself,  and  to  his  infants  bread 
1  he  labourer  bears :  what  his  hard  heart  denies, 
ttis  charitable  vanity  supplies. 

Another  age  shall  see  the  golden  ear 
Imbrown  the  slope,  and  nod  on  the  parterre 
Deep  harvests  bury  all  his  pride  has  plann'd 

wu  "®      *^  Ceres  reassume  the  land.         ' 

wJl^  „V*^°'',M"*H.^'^*''^■'  ^^  ^^^  improve  the  soilT 
Who  plant*  hke  BATHuasr,  or  who^uilda  like  Boylb. 
Tis  use  alone  mat  sanctifies  expense 
I  And  splendour  borrows  all  her  rays  from  sense, 

;    ^^^^ol^}^A^^^.nLTt^^^^^^  the 

..iiiini«ln»)p<>lifoan«Moinbiy"  «iougi,t  it  not  decent  to 

1    '»««»'«''.d,.«n,idiab^iJ«alIhS.tS^^^^^^^  '^^^^-/^ 
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HIb  father's  acres  ytho  enjors  in  pence. 
Or  makes  his  neighbours  glM  if  he  increase : 
Whose  cheerful  tenants  bless  their  yearly  toil^ 
Yet  to  their  lord  owe  more  than  to  the  soil ; 
Whose  ample  lawns  are  not  ashamed  to  feed 
Th«5  milky  heifer,  and  deseriring  steed ; 
Whose  rising  forests,  not  for  pride  or  show, 
But  future  buildings,  future  navies  grow : 
Let  his  plantations  stretch  from  down  to  down. 
First  shade  a  country,  and  then  raise  a  town. 

You  too  proceed  J  make  falling  arts  your  car& 
Erect  new  wonders,  and  the  old  repair; 
Jones  and  Palladio  to  themselves  i-estore. 
And  be  wln^te'er  Vitruvius  was  before : 
Till  kings  call  forth  the  ideas  of  your  mind, 
<Proud  to  accomplish  what  such  hands  design'd,) 
Bid  harbours  open,  public  ways  extend. 
Bid  temple)!;  worthier  of  the  god  ascend, 
Bid  the  broad  arch  the  dangerous  flood  contain, 
The  mole  projected  break  the  roaring  main ; 
Back  tii  his  bounds  their  subject  sea  command. 
And  roil  obedient  rivers  through  the  land : 
These  honours,  peace  to  happy  BmTAiN  brings, 
These  are  imperial  works,  and  worthy  kings. 
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TO  MR  ADDISON, 
OCCASIOJTED  BY  BIS  DIALOOUSS  ON  MSDAhS. 

This  was  originally  written  in  the  year  171fi,  when  Mr 
Addison  intended  to  pubUsh  Iiia  book  of  medals ;  it  was 
some  time  before  he  was  Secretary  of  State;  but  not  pub- 
lished till  Mr  Tickell's  edition  of  his  works :  at  which  time 
the  verses  on  Mr  Craggs,  which  coi-dude  the  poem,  were 
added— viz.,  in  1720. 

See  the  wild  waste  of  all-devouring  years  I 

How  Kome  her  own  sad  sepulchre  appears  f 

»?  xih  iiOuuiuf^  lu^uoa,  broicen  tf  mpics  spread  \ 

The  very  tombs  new  vanishM  like  their  dead  I 

Imperial  wonders  raist  J  on  nations  siwil'd, 

Whore,  mix'd  with  slavea,  the  groaning  mai*t(jr-  toil'd : 

Hugo  theatres,  that  now  unpeoplad  woods, 
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Now  drain'd  a  distant  conntty  of  her  floods : 

PaneB,  which  admiring  gods  with  pride  aurrey. 

Statues  of  men,  scarce  lees  alive  than  they ! 

Some  felt  the  silent  stroke  of  mouldering  age. 

Some  hostile  fury,  some  religicns  rage. 

Barbarian  blindness,  Christian  zeal  conspire. 

And  Papal  piety,  and  Gothic  fire. 

Perhaps,  by  its  own  ruins  saved  from  flame. 

Some  buried  marble  half  preserves  a  name  ; 

That  name  the  learn'd  with  fierce  disputes  pursue. 

And  give  to  Titus  old  Vespasian's  due 

Ambition  sigh'd :  sl's  found  it  vain  to  trust 

1  he  faithless  column,  and  the  crumbling  bust : 

Huge  moles,  whwe  shadows  stretch'd  from  shore  to  shore. 

Thoir  rums  pensh'd,  and  their  place  no  more  I 

Convinced,  she  now  contracts  her  vast  design. 

And  all  her  triumphs  shrink  into  a  coin. 

A  narrow  obb  each  crowded  conquest  keeps. 

Beneath  her  palm  here  sad  Judea  weeps. 

Now  scantier  limits  the  proud  arch  confine 

And  scarce  are  seen  the  prostrate  Nile  or  Rhine: 

A  small  Euphrates  through   ae  piece  is  roll'd. 

And  little  eagles  wave  their  wings  in  eold. 
The  medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame. 

Through  climes  and  ages  bears  each  form  and  name : 

In  one  short  view,  subjected  to  our  eye, 

«ods,  emperors,  heroes,  sages,  beauties,  lie. 

With  sharpen  d  sight,  palo  antiquaries  pore. 

The  inscnption  value,  but  the  rust  adore. 

This  the  blue  varnish,  that  the  green  endears. 

J  he  sacred  rust  of  twice  ten  hundred  yeare  I 

10  gam  Pcaccnnius  one  employs  his  schemes. 
une  grasps  a  Cecrops  in  ecstatic  dreams. 
Poor  Vadius,  long  with  learned  spleen  devoured 
Oan  taste  no  pleasure  since  his  shield  was  scour'd  • 
And  Curio,  restless  by  the  fair  one's  side. 
Sighs  for  an  Otho,  and  neglecte  his  bride. 
1  heirs  18  the  vanity,  the  learning  thine : 
Touch  d  by  thy  hand,  again  Home's  glories  shine: 
^  A  ^m'5  *»d/«dlike  Lroes  rise  to  view.  ' 

And  all  her  faded  gariands  bloom  anew. 
Ifor  blush,  these  studies  tJjy  regard  engage ; 
These  pleased  the  fathers  of  poetic  rage; 
1  he  voriie  ana  aculuturs  hr-.m  an  s.-^"^!  v.__i 
And  art  reflected  images  to  art.'  "'*""'^*^""* 

Oh  when  shall  Britain,  conscious  of  her  claim 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  fame!        ' 
In  living  medals  see  her  wars  enroird. 
And  vanqulsh'd  realms  supply  recording  goId» 
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Here,  rifling  bold,  the  patriot's  honeit  face; 

There  wamora  frowuine  in  historic  brass : 

Then  future  ages  with  delight  shall  see 

How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree; 

Or  in  fair  series  laurell'd  bards  be  shewn, 

A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addison. 

Then  shall  thy  Craggs  (and  let  me  call  him  mine) 

On  the  cast  ore,  another  Pollio,  shine; 

With  aspect  open,  shall  erect  his  head, 

And  round  ihe  orb  in  lasting  notes  be  read, 

**  Statssman,  yet  friend  to  truth  t  of  soul  sincere, 

In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear; 

Who  broke  no  promise,  ser\-ed  no  private  end. 

Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend; 

Ennobled  by  himself,  by  all  approved. 

And  praised,  unenvied,  by  the  muse  he  loved." 


SATIEES. 


EPISTLE  TO  DP.  ARBUBTHNOT, 

BEINO 

TFE  PROLOGUE  TO   THE  SATIRES. 


ADYERTISEMENT. 

This  paper  is  a  sort  of  bill  of  complaint,  begun  many 
years  smce,  and  drawn  up  by  snatches,  as  the  several  occa- 
sions offered.  I  had  no  thoughts  of  publishing  it,  till  it 
pleased  some  persons  of  rank  and  fortune  (the  authors  of 

Verses  to  the  Imitator  of  Horace,"  and  of  an  «  Epistle  to 
ft  Doctor  of  Divinity  from  a  Nobleman  at  Hampton  Court") 
to  attack,  in  a  very  extraordinary  manner,  not  only  my 
writings,  (of  which,  being  public,  the  pubUc  is  judge,)  but 
my  person,  morals,  and  famUy,  whereof,  to  those  who  know 
me  not,  a  truer  information  may  be  requisite.  Being  divided 
Detween  tlie  necessity  to  say  something  of  mysdf,  and  my 
own  iazmess  to  undertake  so  awkward  a  task,  I  thought  it 
the  shortest  way  to  put  the  last  hand  to  this  epistle.  If  it 
aave  anything  pleasing,  it  wiU  be  that  by  which  I  am  most 
..  .  * "~T.""  t---^!^,  tae  wttt/i,  ana  iiie  sentiment.'  and  if  anv- 
t^ng  offensive,  it  will  be  only  to  those  I  am  least  sorry  to 
oaend,  t/ie  viaous  or  the  ungenerous. 

Many  will  know  their  own  pictures  in  it,  there  being  not 
a  circumstance  but  what  is  true;  but  I  have  for  the  most 
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part  spared   hej    ^ames,  and  they  may  escape  being  la 
at,  if  they  please. 

I  would  have  some  of  them  know,  it  was  owin?  to  the 
request  of  the  learned  and  candid  friend  to  whom  it  k 
inscribed,  tl  it  I  make  not  as  free  use  of  theirs  as  they  have 
done  of  mine.  However,  I  shall  have  this  advantage  and 
honour  on  my  side,  that  whereas,  by  their  j>x  ocfceding,  any 
abuse  maybe  diected  at  any  man,  no  injury  can  possibly 
be  done  by  mint,  since  a  nameless  chaiacter  can  never  be 
found  out,  but  by  its  truth  and  iikeneas. 

P.  Shut,  shut  the  door,  good  John  I  ♦  fatigued  I  said, 
Tieupthek  'ocke-  say  1 'm  sick,  I'm  dead. 
The  Dog-star  rageis    nay,  ua  Past  a  doubt. 
All  Bedlam,  or  Parnaaaua,  is  1'    out : 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  papers  iu  each  hand. 
They  rave,  recite,  and  madden  round  the  land. 
What  walls  can  guard  me,  jr  what  shades  can  hid''  ? 
They  pierce  my  thick(  t^,  through  my  grot  they  glide. 
By  land,  by  water,  thej  re.    w  the  charge, 
They  atop  the  chariot,  and  they  board  the  barge. 
No  place  is  sacred,  not  the  church  is  free. 
Even  Sunday  8hi!\e8  no  Sabbath-day  to  me: 
Then  from  the  Mintf  walks  forth  the  man  of  rhyme, 
Happy  1  to  catch  me,  just  at  dinner-time. 

Is  there  a  parson  much  be -mused  in  beer, 
A  maudlin  poetess,  a  rhyming  peer, 
A  clerk,  foredoom'd  his  father's  soul  to  cross. 
Who  pens  a  stanza,  when  he  should  engross? 
Is  there,  who,  lock'd  from  ink  and  paper,  scrawls 
With  desperate  charcoal  round  his  darken'd  walls? 
All  fly  to  Twic'kam,  and  in  humble  strain 
Apply  to  me,  to  keep  them  mad  or  vain. 
Arthur,  whose  giddy  son  neglects  the  laws, 
Imputes  to  me  and  to  my  works  the  cause : 
Poor  Comns  sees  his  francio  wife  elope. 
And  curses  wit,  and  poetry,  and  Pope, 

Friend  to  my  life  I  (which  did  not  yon  prolong. 
The  world  had  wanted  many  an  idle  song) 
What  drop  or  nostrum  can  this  plague  remove  t 
Or  which  must  end  me,  a  fool's  wrath  or  lovet 
A  dire  dilemma  1  either  way  I'm  sped. 
If  foes,  they  write,— if  friends,  they  read  me  dead. 

•  Jolin  Berlo,  his  aerrant. 

f  A  place  to  which  insolvent  dehtorg  retired  to  enjoy  an  fllesal  BroteoHon 
from  the  persccutiou  of  their  creditors. 
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Seized  and  tied  doH,u  to  judge,  h  w  wrr*ohed  1 1 
Who  can't  bo  silent,  aud  who  will  not '  j : 
To  laugh,  were  want  of  goodness  and  of  grace. 
And  to  be  grave,  exceeds  all  power  of  face. 
I  ait  with  ad  civilitv,  I  read 
With  honent  angui.     and  an  aching  head; 
A  nd  drop  at  last,  but  in  unwilling  eaiti, 
liiis  saving  counsel,  "Keep  your  piece  nine  years." 
Nine  V  ears !  cries  he,  who  high  in  Druiy  Lane, 
8*      zephyrs  ibrcugh  the  broken  pane, 
)re  lie  wakes,  and  prints  before  Term  ends, 
7  hunger,  and  request  of  friends : 
e,  you  think,  is  incorrect?  why,  take  it, 
bubmiBsion,  what  you  'd  have  ity  make  it." 
.  ee  things  another's  modest  wishas  bound. 
My  friendship,  and  a  prologue,  and  ten  pound. 

Pitholeon  sends  to  me :  '-  You  know  his  Grace, 
I  want  a  patron ;  ask  him  for  a  place." 
Pitholeon  libell'd  me—"  but  here 's  a  letter 
Informs  you,  air,  'twas  when  he  knew  no  better. 
^re  you  refuse  him  f    Curl  invites  to  dine. 
He  11  write  ajonmat,  or  he'll  turn  divina" 
Bless  me  I  a  packet— "'Tis  a  stranger  sues, 
A  virgin  tragedy,  an  orphan  muse." 
If  I  dislike  it,  "  Furies,  death,  and  rage  I" 
If  I  approve,  "  Commend  it  to  the  3tage.'» 
There,  (thank  my  stars,)  my  whole  eommiadon  ends. 
The  players  and  I  are,  luckily,  ao  friends. 
Fired  that  the  house  reject  him,  '"Sdeath,  I'll  print  it. 
And  shame  the  fools— Your  interest,  sir,  with  Lintot " 
Lintot,  dull  rogue  I  will  think  your  price  too  much : 

JVot,  sir,  if  you  revibe  it,  and  retouch." 
All  my  demurs  but  double  his  attacks; 
At  lost  he  whispers,  "Do;  and  we  go  snacks." 
Olad  ot  a  quarrel,  straight  I  clap  the  d<jor, 

f^n- '  "*®  '*^°  y°"  ^orJi^s  and  you  no  more. 

gTis  sung,  wiien  Midas'  ears  began  to  spring, 
lidas,  a  sacred  person  and  a  king,) 
is  very  minister  who  spied  them  first 
(Some  say  his  queen)  was  forced  to  speak  or  burst 
And  IS  not  mine,  my  friend,  a  sorer  case, 
"^en  every  coxcomb  perks  them  in  my  facef 

♦il??J"®°*^'  ^^^^^'^  yoi  deal  in  dang'rous 

I'd  never  nlme  queens,  ministers,  or  kings; 
Keep  close  to  ears,  and  those  left  asses  prick, 
Tis  nothiP.g-P.  Nothing?  if  they  bite  and  kick! 
Uut  with  It,  Dhnciad  I  let  the  secret  pass 
That  lecrel  to  each  fool,  that  he 's  an  ass; 
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The  truth  once  told  (and  wherefore  should  we  lie  f) 
The  queen  of  Midas  slept,  and  bo  may  I. 

You  think  this  cruel  f  take  it  for  a  rule, 
No  creature  smarts  so  little  as  a  fool- 
Let  peals  of  laughter,  Codrus !  round  thee  break, 
Thou  unconcern'd  canst  hear  the  mighty  crack : 
Pit,  box,  and  gallery  in  convulsions  hurl'd. 
Thou  stand'st  unshook  amidst  a  bursting  Avorld. 
Who  shames  a  scribbler  /  break  one  cobweb  through, 
He  spins  the  slight,  self-pleasing  thread  aneV : 
Destroy  his  fib,  or  sophistrj',  in  vain. 
The  creature 's  at  his  dirty  work  again, 
Throned  in  the  centre  of  his  thin  designs. 
Proud  of  a  vmt  extent  of  flimsy  lines  I 
Whom  have  I  hurt?  has  poet  yet,  or  peer. 
Lost  the  arch'd  eyebrow,  or  Parnassian  sneer} 
Does  not  one  table  Bavius  still  admit? 
Still  to  one  bishop  Philips  seem  a  wit  ? 
Still  Sappho — A.  Hold  I  for  peace's  sake— you  '11  offend. 
No  names — ^be  calm — learn  prudence  of  a  friend : 
I  too  could  write,  and  I  am  twice  as  tall ; 
But  foes  like  these — P.  Cne  flatterer 's  worse  than  alL 
Of  all  mad  creatures,  if  the  learn'd  are  right, 
it  is  the  slaver  kills,  and  not  the  bite. 
A  fool  quite  angry  is  quite  innocent, 
Alaa  I  'tis  ten  times  worse  when  they  reperU, 

One  dedicates  in  high  heroic  prose, 
And  ridicules  beyond  a  hundred  foes : 
One  from  all  Grub  Street  will  my  fame  defend. 
And,  more  abusive,  calls  himself  my  friend. 
This  prints  my  LetMrs,  that  expects  a  bribe, 
And  others  roar  aloud,  "  Subscribe,  subscribe." 

There  are,  who  to  my  person  pay  their  court : 
I  cough  like  Horace,  and,  though  lean,  am  short; 
Ammon'a  great  son  one  shoulder  had  too  high, 
Such  Ovid's  nose,  and  "  Sir  I  you  have  an  eye."— 
Go  on,  obliging  creatures,  make  me  see, 
All  that  disgraced  my  betters,  met  in  me. 
Say  for  my  comfort,  languishing  in  bed, 
"  Just  80  immortal  Maro  held  his  head ;" 
And  when  I  die,  be  sure  you  let  me  know 
Great  Homer  died  three  thousand  years  ago. 

Why  did  I  write?  what  sin  to  me  unknown 
Dipp'd  mo  in  ink,  my  parents',  or  my  own  ? 
Aa  j'oZ  a  cniiQ,  nor  yes  a  xooi  lo  luuic, 
I  lisp'd  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  uamo. 
I  left  no  calling  for  this  idle  trade. 
No  duty  broke,  no  father  diaobey'd. 
The  muse  but  served  to  ease  some  friend,  not  wife. 
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To  Uslp  me  through  this  long  disease,  my  life, 
To  Becond,  Abburthnot  1  thy  art  and  care. 
And  teach  the  being  you  preserved,  to  bear. 

A.  But  why  then  publish?-?.  Granville  the  polite. 
And  knowing  Walah,  would  tell  me  I  could  write  : 
Well-natured  Garth  inflamed  with  early  praise. 
And  Congreve  loved,  and  Swift  endured  my  lays: 
The  courtly  Talbot,  Somers,  Shefeld  read. 
Even  mitred  Rochester  would  nod  the  head. 
And  St  John's  self  (great  Dryden's  friends  before) 
With  open  arms  received  one  poet  more. 
Happy  my  studies,  when  by  these  approved  I 
Happier  their  author,  when  by  these  beloved  f 
IVom  these  the  world  will  judge  of  men  and  books, 
If ot  from  the  Burnet's,  Oldmixom,  and  Cooks. 

Soft  were  my  numbers;  who  could  take  offence 
While  pure  description  held  the  place  of  sense  ? 
Like  gentle  ranny's  was  my  flowery  theme, 
A  painted  mistress,  or  a  purling  stream. 
Yet  then  did  Qildon  draw  his  venal  quill; 
I  wish'd  the  man  a  dinner,  and  sate  still. 
Yet  then  did  Dennis  rave  in  furious  fret; 
I  never  answer'd,  I  was  not  in  debt. 
If  want  provoked,  or  madness  made  them  print, 
1  waged  no  war  with  Bedlam  or  the  Mint. 
Did  some  more  sober  critic  come  abroad  • 
If  wrong,  I  smiled ;  if  right,  I  kiss'd  the  rod. 
Pains,  reading,  study,  are  their  just  pretence. 
And  all  they  want  is  spirit,  taste,  and  sense. 
Commas  and  points  they  set  exactly  right. 
And  'twere  a  sin  to  rob  them  of  their  mite. 
Yet  ne'er  one  sprig  of  laurel  graced  these  ribalds, 
*rom  slashing  Bentley  down  to  peddling  Tibhalds: 
Mch  wight  who  reads  not,  and  but  scans  and  spclla. 
Mch  word-catcher  that  lives  on  syllables. 
Even  such  small  critics  some  rr^ard  may  claim. 
Preserved  in  Milton's  or  in  Shakapeare's  name. 
Pretty  1  in  amber  to  observe  the  forms  , 
Of  hairs,  or  straws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms  I 
Ihe  things,  we  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rare. 
But  wonder  how  they  possibly  got  there. 

Were  others  angry,  I  excused  them  too ; 
Well  might  they  rage,  I  gave  them  but  their  due. 

•  -rtv  v=-ju  liiau  3  c;;crci  sianaaid  lit  hiH  mind, 
Ihat  casting-weight  pride  adds  to  emptiness, 
1  his,  Trho  can  gratify  ?  for  who  can  guess  f 
The  bard  whom  pilfer'd  pastorals  renown, 
Who  turns  a  Persian  tale  for  half-acrown, 
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Juat  writes  to  make  his  barrenness  appear, 

And  strains,  from  bard-bound  brains,  eight  lines  a 

year; 
He,  who  still  wanting,  though  he  lires  on  theft, 
Steals  much,  spends  little,  yet  has  nothing  left : 
And  he,  who  now  to  sense,  now  nonsense  leaning, 
Means  not,  but  blurders  round  about  a  meaning : 
And  he,  whoso  fustian's  so  sublim'^ly  bad. 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  prose  run  mad : 
All  these  my  modest  satire  bade  translate, 
And  own'd  that  nine  such  Poets  made  a  Tate. 
How  did  they  fume,  and  stamp,  and  roar,  and  chafe  I 
And  swear  not  Aidison  hiisself  was  safe. 

Peace  to  all  such  I  but  were  there  one  whose  fires 
True  genius  kindles,  and  fair  fame  inspires; 
Blest  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  pleaso, 
And  born  to  write,  convei-se,  and  live  with  ease : 
Should  such  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone. 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother  neai  the  throne. 
View  him  with  scornful,  yet  with  jealous  eyes, 
And  hate  for  arts  that  caused  himself  to  rise; 
Kiti.  with  faint  praise,  assent  with  ci  il  leer. 
And  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  u)  sneer; 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike, 
Just  hint  a  fault,  and  hesitate  disliko; 
Alike  resorve  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 
A  timorous  foe,  and  a  suspicious  friend ; 
Dreading  e'en  fools,  by  flatterers  besieged. 
And  so  obliging,  that  he  ne'er  obliged; 
Like  Gato^  give  his  little  senate  laws, 
And  sit  attentive  to  his  own  applause; 
A^  hile  wits  and  templars  every  sentence  raise. 
And  wonder  with  a  foolish  faco  of  praise — 
Who  but  must  laugh,  if  Buo^        an  there  be  f 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Ax'         were  he? 

What  though  my  name  stoou  rubric  on  the  walls. 
Or  plaster'd  posts,  with  claps,  in  capitals? 
Or  smoking  forth,  a  h>:ndred  hawkers'  load, 
On  wings  of  winds  came  flying  all  abroad  I 
I  sought  no  homage  from  the  race  that  write; 
I  kept,  like  Asian  monarcha,  from  their  sight ; 
Poems  I  heeded  (now  berhymed  so  long) 
No  more  than  thou,  great  QBORaE  1  a  birthday  song. 
I  ne'er  with  wits  or  witlings  pass'd  my  days, 
Q^o  spread  about  the  itch  of  verse  and  praise : 
Kor  like  a  puppy,  daggled  through  the  town. 
To  fetch  and  carry  sing-song  up  and  down ; 
Kor  at  jcehearsals  sweat,  and  mouth'd,  and  cried, 
With  handkerchief  and  orange  at  my  side ; 
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But  Bick  of  fopB,  and  poetry,  and  prate. 
To  Bujo  left  the  whole  Castalian  state. 

Proud  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill, 
Sat  full-blown  Bufo*  puffd  by  every  quill; 
led  with  soft  dedication  all  day  long, 
Horace  and  he  went  hand  in  hand  in  Bona 
His  library  (whei-e  busts  of  poets  dead 
And  a  true  Pindar  stood  without  a  head) 
^ceived  of  wits  an  undistinguish'd  race, 
Who  first  his  judgment  ask'd,  and  then  a  place : 
Much  they  extoll'd  his  pictures,  much  his  seat. 
And  flatter  d  every  day,  and  some  days  eat  : 
1  ill  grown  more  frugal  in  his  riper  days, 
Fe  paid  some  bards  with  port,  and  some  with  praise ; 
10  some  a  dry  rehearsal  was  assign'd, 
And  others  (harder  still)  he  paid  in  kind. 
Dryden  alone  (what  wonder  ?.  jame  not  nigh 
Z'r^rfcnaloKj  escaped  this  J  udgihj^  eye:        ' 
But  still  the  great  have  kindness  in  .-iserve. 
He  help  d  to  bury  whom  he  help'd  to  fc:;arve 

May  some  choice  patron  bless  his  gray  goose-qumi 
May  every  Bavlus  have  his  Bufo  still  |  ^  ^    ""^  'J""^  * 
So  when  a  statesman  wants  a  day's  defence, 
Ur  envy  holds  a  whole  week's  war  with  sense. 
Or  simple  pride  for  flatters   nakes  demands 
May  dunce  by  dunce  be  whistled  of  my  hands ! 
^less  d  be  the  great  for  those  they  take  awav 
And  those  they  left  me-for  they  left  me  Gat- 
Left  me  to  see  neglected  genius  bloom,  ' 

Keg  ec+<id  die,  and  tell  it  on  his  tomb : 
Uf  all  thy  blameless  life,  the  sole  return 
My  verse,  and  Queensbekhy  weeping  o'er  thv  urn  I 
Oh  let  me  live  my  own,  and  die  so  too  1 
(To  live  and  die  is  all  I  have  to  do) 
Maintain  a  poet's  dignity  and  ease. 
And  see  what  friends,  and  read  what  books  I  please  • 
Above  a  patron,  though  I  condescend  ' 

Homotimes  to  call  a  minister  my  friend". 
1  was  not  born  for  courts  or  great  affairs- 
1  pay  my  debts,  believe,  and  say  my  prayers: 
Can  sleep  without  a  poem  in  my  head, 
wu   ^^  if  J^mnia  be  alive  or  dead. 
Why  am  I  ask'd  what  next  shall  see  the  light? 
Heavens  j  was  I  born  for  nothing  but  to  write  ? 
^^a=  live  lio  juys  ror  me  /  or  (to  bo  grave) 
llave  1  no  friend  to  serve,  no  soul  to  save  ? 

1  found  him  close  with  *Sw(/j!~Indeed  ?  no  doubt 
tCries  prating  Balbm)  something  will  come  out" 
•  Lord  Halifax. 
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'Tis  all  in  vain,  deny  it  aa  I  will ; 
"  No,  such  a  genius  never  can  lie  still ; " 
And  then  for  mine  obligingly  mistakes 
The  first  lampoon  Sir  Will  or  Bubo  make& 
:^r  guiltless  j;  I  and  can  I  choose  but  smile. 
When  every  coxcomb  knows  me  by  my  style  f 
,   Cursed  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe'er  it  flow. 
That  teuds  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe. 
Give  virtue  scandal,  innocence  a  fear, 
Or  from  the  soft-eyed  virgin  steal  a  tear  I 
But  he  who  hurts  a  harmless  neighbour's  peac^ 
Insults  fall'n  worth,  or  beauty  in  distress, 
Who  loves  a  lie,  lame  slander  helps  about. 
Who  writes  a  libel,  or  who  copies  out : 
That  fop  whose  pride  affects  a  patron's  name. 
Yet  absent  wounds  an  author's  honest  fame : 
Who  can  your  merit  selfishly  approve, 
And  shew  the  sense  of  it  without  the  love; 
Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  friend, 
Yet  wants  the  honour,  injured,  to  defend ; 
Who  tells  whate'er  you  think,  whate'er  you  say, 
And,  if  he  lie  not,  must  at  least  betray  : 
Who  to  the  Dean  and  silver  beli  can  swear, 
And  sees  at  Canons  what  was  never  there; 
Who  reads  but  with  a  lust  to  misapply. 
Make  satire  a  lampoon,  and  fiction  lie ; 
A  lash  like  mine  no  honest  man  shall  dread, 
But  all  such  babbling  blockheads  in  his  stead. 
Let  Sporus*  tremble— A.  What?  that  thing  of 
silk, 
Sporus,  that  mere  white  curd  of  ass's  milk  I 
Satire  of  sense,  alas !  can  Sporus  feel  f 
Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  a  wheel? 

P.  Yet  let  me  flap  this  bug  with  gilded  wings, 
This  painted  child  of  dirt,  that  stinks  and  stings; 
Whose  buzz  the  witty  and  the  fair  annoys, 
Yet  wit  ne'er  tastes,  and  beauty  ne'er  enjoys : 
So  well-bred  spaniels  civilly  delight 
In  mumbling  of  the  game  they  dare  not  bite. 
Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray, 
As  shallow  streams  run  dimpling  all  the  way. 
Whether  in  florid  impotence  he  speaks. 
And,  as  the  prompter  breathes,  the  puppet  squeaki. 
Or  at  the  ear  of  Eve,  familiar  toad, 
Half  froth,  half  venom,  spits  himself  abroad. 
In  puns,  or  politics-,  or  (4163.  or  liea. 
Or  spite,  cr  smut,  or  rhymes,  or  blasphemies, 
His  wit  all  see-saw,  between  that  and  this. 
*  Lord  Hei-vey. 
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?n  J  ii^b  ^°'i;^o^'  °w  master  up,  now  miss. 
And  he  himself  one  vile  antithesis:  ' 

Amphibiona  thing  I  that  acting  either  part 
The  tnfling  head,  or  the  corrupted  heart 
Fop  at  the  toilet,  flatterer  at  the  boaiS^^^ ' 

?vI*/'P'  f  ^"il'  '^"'^  °<>«^  «*»•"*«  a  lord. 
?  r^*^??^?''  *'*"*  ***«  '^''tins  have  exprt«. 
A  cherub  8  face,  a  reptile  all  the  rest,   ^       "' 
Beau  y  that  shocks  you,  parts  that  none  will  trust 
Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  the  dual  ' 
KoulS""'  S  worshipper,  nor  fashiS's  fool" 
IJot  lucre  8  madman,  nor  ambition's  tool 
Kot  proud,  nor  servilej  be  one  poet's  praise 
K'fif  H  '  ^^'^'^'  ^'  P^««««d  by  manly  Ws  • 
aS^  thou/S  IT  *'  ^^°^'  ^«  ^«ld  »  «hame.  ' 
Thi;  «nt  f„  i  *  ^'^.  ""  '^^'^^  °''  Pf o««  *he  same : 
That  not  n  fancy's  maze  he  wander'd  lonff 
But  stooped  to  truth,  and  moralised  his  song  • 
That  not  for  fame,  but  virtue's  better  end  ^ ' 
He  stood  the  furious  foe,  the  timid  friend 

Condemning  critic,  half-approving  wS,' 
The  coxcomb  hit,  or  fearing  to  be  hit  • 

ih!  S-  *'  *h  P'^oud.  the  wicked,  and  the  mad  • 

The  Wow  unfeirth  1  "'T *"«^  '^  "^^^^^^ ' 
xne  Diow  untelt,  the  tear  he  never  shed  • 

ADuse  on  all  he  loved,  or  loved  him  soread  + 
Thl"'K^  '•"  '^^^'  °^  ^  father  dead?  ^       '^ 
pill  'P^I'  *M*'  ***  greatness  still  too  near 
Wefc  ^/*  y^'^^f  ^°  ^«  Sovereign's  ear- 
£  *r®  *''•  *^®^'  ^^''^  **■'''««  /  all  the  past 
For  thee  fair  virtue  1  welcome  even  the?(L<  / 

P  f  knlve'^iaf '  ^'^P^^'-'  affront  the^eatf 
r.  A  Knaves  a  knave  to  me.  in  everv  nt^ta. 

Alike  my  Bcorn,  if  he  succeed  or  f^r  ^  '**"*' ' 

fonts  at  court,  or  Japhet  in  a  jaU  ' 

Knth'"f /if"^^'^^'  *»^  *  hireling  p'eer, 
Kmght  of  the  post  corrupt,  or  of  the  shire  • 
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If  on  a  pillory,  or  near  a  throne, 

He  gain  his  prince's  ear,  or  lose  his  own. 

Yet  soft  by  nature,  more  a  dupe  than  wit, 
Sappho  can  tell  you  how  this  man  was  bit ; 
This  dreaded  satirist  Dennis  will  confess 
Foe  to  his  pride,  but  friend  to  his  distress : 
So  humble,  he  has  knock'd  at  Tibbald's  door, 
Has  drunk  with  Gibber,  nay,  has  rhymed  for  Moore. 
Full  ten  years  slander'd,  did  he  once  reply  ? 
"Three  thousand  suns  went  down  on  WeUlecCs  lie. 
To  please  his  swbetheabt,  one  aspersed  his  life; 
He  lash'd  him  not,  but  let  her  be  his  wife : 
-      Let  Budgell  charge  low  Oruh  Street  on  his  quill. 
And  write  whate'er  he  pleased,  except  his  will;* 
Let  the  two  Curlla  of  town  and  court,  abuse 
-  His  father,  mother,  body,  soul,  and  muse. 
Yet  why  ?  that  father  held  it  for  a  rule. 
It  was  a  sin  to  call  our  neighbour  fool  : 
That  harmless  mother  thought  no  wife  was  poob, 
Hear  this,  and  spare  his  family,  James  Moore  I 
Unspotted  names,  and  memorable  long  I 
If  there  be  force  in  virtue,  or  in  song. 

Of  gentle  blood  (part  shed  in  honour's  cause, 
While  yet  in  Britain  honour  had  applause) 
Each  parent  sprung— A.  What  fortune,  pray?— 

P.  Their  own ; 
And  better  got,  than  Beatia's  from  the  throne. 
Born  to  no  pride,  inheriting  no  strife, 
Nor  marrying  discord  in  a  noble  wife. 
Stranger  to  civil  and  religious  rage, 
The  good  man  waik'd  innoxious  through  his  age. 
No  courts  he  saw,  no  suits  would  ever  try. 
Nor  dared  an  oath,  nor  hazarded  a  lie. 
Unlearn'd,  he  knew  no  schoolman's  subtle  art, 
No  language  but  the  language  of  the  heart. 
By  nature  honest,  by  experience  wise, 
Healthy  by  temperance,  and  by  exercise; 
His  life,  though  long,  to  sickness  past  unknown, 
His  death  was  instant,  and  without  a  groan. 
Oh  grant  me  thus  to  live,  and  thus  to  die ! 
Who  sprung  from  kings  shall  know  less  joy  than  I. 

O  friend  I  may  each  domestic  bliss  be  thine  1 
Be  no  unpleasing  melancholy  mine : 
Me,  let  the  tender  office  long  engage. 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  reposing  age. 
With  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother's  breath, 

•Alluding  to  Tindars  will ;  by  which,  and  other  indirect  practices,  Btidirell, 
to  the  oxclusion  <if  tlie  next  heir,  a  nephew,  got  to  himself  almoiit  tlie  whole 
fortune  of  a  man  entirely  unrelated  to  liim. 
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Make  languor  BBQile,  and  smooth  the  bed  of  death. 
Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  asking  eve 
And  keep  a  while  one  parent  from  the  sky  J ' 
On  cares  like  these,  if  length  of  davs  attend. 
May  Heaven,  to  bless  tho«e  days,  preserve  my  friend 
Preserve  him  social,  cheerful,  and  serene.  ^ 

Andjust  aa  rich  as  when  he  served  a  Queew. 

A.  Whether  that  blessing  be  denied  or  given. 
Thus  far  waa  nght,  the  rest  belongs  to  Hetvea. 
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SATIEES  AND  EPISTLES  OF  HOEACE 
IMITATED. 


Ludentla  speclem  dabit,  et  torquoWtar.— Hob. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  occasion  of  publishing  these  "Imitations"  was  the 
clamour  raised  on  some  of  my  "  Epistles."  An  answer  from 
Horace  was  both  raore  full,  and  of  more  dignity,  than  any  I 
could  have  made  in  my  own  person ;  and  the  example  of 
much  greater  freedom  in  so  eminent  a  divine  as  Dr  Donne 
seemed  a  proof  with  what  indignation  and  contempt  a 
Christian  may  treat  vice  or  folly,  in  ever  so  low,  or  ever  so 
high  a  station.  Both  these  authors  were  acceptable  to  the 
princes  and  ministers  under  whom  they  lived.  The  "  Satires" 
of  Dr  Donne  I  versified  at  the  desire  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford 
while  he  was  Lord  Treasurer,  and  of  the  Duke  of  Shrews- 
bury, who  had  been  Secretary  of  State ;  neither  of  whom 
looked  upon  a  satire  on  vicious  courts  as  any  reflection  on 
those  they  served  in.  And  indeed  there  is  not  in  the  world 
a  greater  error  than  that  which  fools  are  so  apt  to  fall  into, 
and  knaves  with  good  reason  to  encourage,— the  mistaking 
a  satirist  for  a  libeller;  whereas  to  a  true  satirist  nothing  is 

J  — -  — •"  trivLixv  »t;«CTij'ii  as  tj\j  a  iiiuu.  irUiy 

virtuous  nothing  is  so  hateful  as  a  hypocrite. 

Unl  aequus  virtuti  atquo  ejus  amlols. 
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SATIRE  I. 

TO  MB  rOBTESCUB. 

P.  ^HEM  are,  (I  scarce  can  think  it,  but  am  told.) 
There  are,  to  whom  my  Satire  Beems  too  bold : 
Scarce  to  wise  Peter  complaisant  enough. 
And  something  said  of  Chartres  much  too  rough. 
The  lines  are  weak,  another's  pleased  to  say, 
Lord  Fanny  spins  a  thousand  such  a  day. 
Timorous  by  nature,  of  the  rich  in  awe, 
I  come  to  counsel  learned  ia  the  law : 
You'll  give  me,  like  a  friend  both  sage  and  free. 
Advice ;  and  (as  you  use)  without  a  fee. 
P.  I'd  write  no  more. 
P.  Not  write?  but  then  I  think, 
And  for  my  soul  I  cannot  sleep  a  wink. 
I  nod  in  company,  I  wake  at  night, 
Fools  rush  into  my  head,  and  so  I  write. 

P.  You  could  not  do  a  worse  thing  for  your  life. 
Why,  if  the  nights  seem  tedious— take  a  wife : 
Or  rather  truly,  if  your  point  be  rest, 
Lettuce  and  cowslip-wine ;  probatum  est. 
But  talk  with  Celsus,  Celsus  will  advise 
Hartshorn,  or  something  that  shall  close  your  eyea. 
Or,  if  you  needs  must  write,  wiite  Cjesab'.s  praise. 
You  11  gam  at  least  a  knighthood  or  the  bays. 

P.  What?  like  Sir  Richard,  rumbling,  rough,  and  fierce, 
With  ASMS,  and  Geobqi!,  and  Bbdnswick,  crowd  the  verse, 
Itend  with  tremendous  sound  your  ears  asunder. 
With  gun,  drum,  trumpet,  blunderbuss,  and  thunder? 
Or  nobly  wild,  with  Budgell's  fire  and  force, 
Paint  angels  trembling  round  his  falling  horse  ? 

P.  Then  all  your  muse'a  softer  art  display. 
Let  Cabolina  smooth  the  tuneful  lay. 
Lull  with  Amelia's  liquid  name  the  Nine, 
And  sweet'-  flow  through  all  the  royal  line. 

P.  Ala   '    "^w  verses  touch  tlieir  nicer  ear ; 
They  scarce  can  bear  their  laureate  twice  a  year* 
And  justly  C^sae  scorns  the  poet's  lays,  ' 

It  is  to  history  he  trusts  for  praise, 

P.  Better  be  Gibber,  I'll  maintain  it  still, 
Than  ridicule  all  taste,  blaspheme  quadrille. 

Abuse  the  nif.v'a  fu>uf  imnA  Tnan  {n  .*.»«_„ 

And  laugh  at  pears  that  put  their  trust  in  Pet«r. 
E'en  those  you  touch  not  hate  you, 

■n.    A  1.     J    J        _..    m.     P-  What  should  airemf 
F.  A  hundred  smart  m  Timon  and  in  Balaam : 
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The  fewer  still  you  name,  you  wound  the  more; 
Bond  is  but  one,  but  Harpax  is  a  score. 

P.  Each  mortal  has  his  pleasure :  none  deny 
Scarsdale  his  bottle,  Darty  bis  ham-pie; 
Bidotta  sips  and  dances,  till  she  see 
The  doubling  lustres  dance  as  fast  as  she ; 

P loves  the  senate,  Hockley-hole  hia  brother. 

Like  in  all  else,  as  one  egg  to  another. 

I  love  to  pour  out  all  myself  as  plain 

As  downright  Smippen,  or  as  old  Montaigne : 

In  them  as  certain  to  be  loved  as  seen, 

Tho  soul  stood  forth,  nor  kept  a  thought  within ; 

In.  me  what  spots  (for  spots  1  have)  appear. 

Will  prove  at  least  the  medium  must  be  clear. 

In  this  impartial  glass,  my  muse  intends 

Fair  to  expose  myself,  my  foes,  my  friends ; 

Publish  the  present  age;  but  where  my  lext 

Is  vice  too  high,  reserve  it  for  the  next ; 

My  foes  shall  wish  my  life  a  longer  date, 

And  every  friend  the  less  lament  my  fate. 

My  head  and  heart  thus  flowing  through  my  quill. 

Verse-man  or  prose-man,  term  me  which  you  will. 

Papist  or  Protestant,  or  both  between. 

Like  good  Erasmus  in  an  honest  mean. 

In  moderation  placing  all  my  glory. 

While  tories  call  me  whig,  and  whigs  a  tory. 

Satire 's  my  weapon,  but  I'm  too  discreet 
To  run  a  muck,  and  tilt  at  all  I  meet; 
I  only  wear  it  in  a  laud  of  Hectors, 
Thieves,  supercargoes,  sharpers,  and  directors. 
Save  but  our  army  !  and  let  Jove  incrust 
Swords,  pikes,  and  guns,  with  everlasting  rust  { 
Peace  is  my  dear  delight — not  Pleuut's  more  : 
But  touch  me,  and  no  minister  so  sore. 
Whoe'er  offends,  at  some  unlucky  time 
Slides  into  verse,  and  hitches  in  a  rhyme. 
Sacred  to  ridicule  his  whole  life  long, 
And  the  sad  burthen  of  some  merry  song. 

Slander  or  poison  dread  from  Delia's  rage. 
Hard  words  or  hanging,  if  your  judge  be  Page. 
From  furious  Sappho  scarce  a  milder  fate, 
O'eepoweb'd  by  love,  or  libell'd  by  her  hate. 
Its  proper  power  to  hurt,  each  creature  feels : 
Bulls  aim  their  horns,  and  asses  lift  their  heels; 
'Tia  a  bear's  talent  not  to  kick,  but  hug; 


k-^A 


i'"o' 


So  drink  with  Walters,  or  with  Chartres  eat. 
They  'U  never  poison  you,  they  '11  only  cheat. 
Then^  learned  Sir  t  (to  cut  the  matter  short,) 


*C 

and  I 
Valet 
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Whaie'er  my  fate,  or  vrell  or  ill  at  court. 
Whether  old  age,  with  faint  but  cheerful  ray. 
Attends  to  gild  the  evening  of  my  day. 
Or  Death's  black  wing  already  be  display'd, 
To  wrap  me  in  the  universal  shade; 
Whether  the  darken'd  room  to  muse  invite. 
Or  whiten'd  wall  provoke  the  skewer  to  write; 
In  durance,  exile,  Bedlam,  or  the  Mint, 
Like  Lee  or  Budgell,  I  will  rhyme  and  print. 

P.  Alas,  young  man  I  your  days  can  ne'er  be  long  I 
In  flower  of  age  you  perish  for  a  song  I 
Plums  and  directors,  Shylock  and  hi  ■  wife, 
Will  club  their  testers,  now,  to  take  your  life  I 

P.  What  ?  arm'd  for  virtue  when  I  point  the  pen. 
Brand  the  bold  front  of  shameless  guilty  men ; 
Dash  the  proud  gamester  in  his  gilded  car ; 
Bare  the  mean  heart  that  lurks  beneath  a  star ; 
Can  there  be  wanting,  to  defend  her  cause. 
Lights  of  the  church,  or  guardians  of  the  laws? 
Could  pension'd  Boileau  lash  in  honest  strain 
Flatterers  and  bigots  e'en  in  Louis'  reign  ? 
Could  laureatb  Dryden  pimp  and  friar  engage. 
Yet  neither  Charles  nor  James  be  in  a  rage  ? 
And  I  not  strip  the  gilding  off  a  knave. 
Unplaced,  unpension'd,  no  man's  heir,  or  slave  ? 
I  will,  or  perish  in  the  generous  cause  : 
Hear  this,  and  tremble  1  you  who  'scape  the  laws. 
Yes,  while  I  live,  no  rich  or  noble  knave 
Shall  walk  the  world,  in  credit,  to  his  grave. 

To  VIRTUE  ONLY  and  HER  FRIENDS  A  FRIEND, 

The  world  beside  may  murmur,  or  commend. 
Know,  all  the  distant  din  that  world  can  keep, 
Rolls  o'er  my  grotto,  and  but  b.  (tlies  my  sleep. 
There,  my  reLreat  the  best  companions  grace. 
Chiefs  out  of  war,  and  statesmen  out  of  place. 
There  St  John  mingles  with  my  friendly  bowl 
The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul : 
And  he,  whose  lightning  pierced  the  Iberian  lines,* 
Now  forms  my  quincunx,  and  now  ranks  my  vines, 
Or  tames  the  genius  of  the  stubborn  plain 
Almost  as  quickly  as  he  conquer'd  Spain. 
'    Envy  must  own  I  live  among  the  great, 
No  MAN  of  pleasure,  and  no  spy  of  state. 
With  eyes  that  pry  not,  tongue  that  ne'er  repeats. 
Pond  to  spread  friendships,  but  to  cover  heats; 
iO  help  n'ho  tfant,  to  forward  who  excel  i 

.„j^*u^'  Mordauut,  Earl  of  Peterbomijrh,  who,  with  only  two  hundred 
Valencia  *"^*  hundred  foot,  aocompUahed  the  conquest  of 
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Thia  all  who  know  me,  know;  who  love  me,  tell; 
And  who  unknown  defame  me,  let  them  bo 
Scribblers  or  peers,  alike  are  mob  to  me. 
This  is  my  plea,  on  this  I  rest  my  cause— 
What  saith  my  counsel,  learned  in  the  laws? 

F.  Your  plea  is  good ;  but  still  I  say  beware  I 
Laws  are  explain'd  by  men— so  have  a  care. 
It  stands  on  record,  that  in  Kichard's  times 
A  man  was  hang'd  for  very  honest  rhymes. 
Consult  the  statute :  quart.  1  think,  it  is, 
Edwardi  sext  or  prim,  et  quint.  Eliz. 
See  Libels,  Satires — here  you  have  it — read. 

P.  Libels  and  Satires/  lawless  things  indeed  I 
But  grave  epistle      -inging  vice  to  light, 
Such  as  a  king  m^,  .c  read,  a  bishop  write, 
Such  as  Sib  Roeehx  would  approve — 

F.  Indeed! 
The  case  is  alter'd~you  may  then  proceed  ; 
In  such  a  cause  the  plaintiflf  will  be  hiss'd, 
¥j  lords  the  judges  laugh,  and  you  're  dismiss'd. 


THE  SECOND  SATIRE 

OP  THE 

SECOND  BOOK  OF  HOEAGE. 


TO  MR  BETHEL. 

What,  and  how  great,  the  virtue  and  the  art 
To  live  on  little  with  a  ciieerful  heart; 
(A  doctrine  sage,  but  truly  none  of  mine) 
Let's  talk,  my  friends,  but  talk  before  we  dine. 
Not  when  a  gilt  buffet's  reflected  pride 
Turns  you  from  sound  philosophy  aside; 
Not  when  from  plate  to  plate  your  eyeballs  roll,    - 
And  the  brain  dances  to  the  mantling  bowl. 

Hear  Bethel's  sermon,  one  not  versed  in  sehcols. 
But  stroni?  in  sense,  and  wise  wij'.ho'.it  *y-!^  --.'as 

Go  work,  hunt,  exercise  1  (he  thus  began)  '    * 
Then  scorn  a  homely  dinner,  if  you  can. 
Your  wine  lock'd  up,  your  butler  stroU'd  abroad. 
Or  fish  denied,  (the  river  yet  unthaw'd,) 
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If  then  plain  bread  and  milk  will  do  the  feat, 
The  pleasure  lies  in  you,  and  not  the  meat. 

Preach  as  I  please,  I  doubt  our  curious  men 
Will  choose  a  pheasant  still  before  a  hen ; 
Yet  h'>ns  of  Guinea  full  as  good  I  hold, 
Except  you  eat  the  feathers  green  and  gold. 
Of  carps  and  mullets  why  prefer  the  great, 
(Though  cut  in  pieces  ere  my  lord  can  eat) 
Yet  for  small  turbots  such  esteem  profess  ? 
Because  God  made  these  large,  the  other  less. 
Oldfield  with  more  than  harpy  throat  endued, 
Cries,  "  Send  me,  gods  I  a  whole  hog  barbecued  I " 
Oh,  blast  it,  south  winds !  till  a  stench  exhale 
Bank  as  the  ripeness  of  a  rabbit's  tail. 
By  what  criterion  do  ye  eat,  d'ye  think, 
If  this  is  priiied  for  sweetness,  that  for  stink  ? 
When  the  tired  glutton  labours  through  a  treat. 
He  finds  no  relish  in  the  sweetest  meat, 
He  calls  for  something  bitter,  something  sour, 
And  the  rich  feast  concludes  extremely  poor : 
Cheap  eggs,  and  horba,  and  olives  still  we  see; 
Thus  much  is  left       )ld  simplicity; 
The  robin-redbreasu  „ill  of  late  had  rest, 
And  children  sacred  held  a  martin's  nest. 
Till  becaficos  sold  bo  very  dear. 
To  one  that  was,  or  would  have  been,  a  peer. 
Let  me  extol  a  cat,  on  oysters  fed  ; 
I  '11  have  a  party  at  the  Bedford  Head  :* 
Or  e'en  to  crack  live  craw-fish  recommend ; 
I  'd  never  doubt  at  court  to  make  a  friend. 
'Tis  yet  in  vain,  I  own,  to  keep  a  pother 
About  one  vice,  and  fall  into  the  other; 
Between  excess  and  famine  lies  a  mean ; 
Plain,  but  not  sordid,  though  not  splendid,  alean. 

Avidien  or  his  wife,  (no  matter  which. 
For  him  you  '11  call  a  dog,  and  her  a  witch,) 
Sell  their  presented  partridges,  and  fruits. 
And  humbly  live  on  rabbits  and  on  rqots : 
One  half-pint  bottle  serves  tliem  both  to  dine, 
And  is  at  oncd  their  vinegar  and  wine. 
But  on  some  lucky  day  (as  when  they  found 
A  lost  bank-bill,  or  heard  their  eon  was  drown'd) 
At  such  a  feast,  old  vinegar  to  spare. 
Is  what  two  souls  so  generous  cannot  bear  : 
Oii,  tnougii  it  oiiiiK,  ihiiy  drop  by  drop  impari^ 
But  souse  the  cabbage  Avith  a  bounteous  heart. 

He  knows  to  live,  who  keeps  the  middle  state, 
And  neither  leans  on  this  side  nor  on  that; 
*  A  famout.  eating-house  In  Maiden  Lane. 
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Nor  stops,  for  one  bad  cork,  his  butler's  pay, 
Swears,  like  Albutius,  a  good  cook  away; 
Nor  lets,  like  Njovius,  every  error  pass. 
The  musty  wine,  foul  cloth,  or  greasy  glass. 

Now  hear  what  blessings  temperance  can  bring  • 
(Thus  said  our  friend,  and  what  he  said  I  sing) 
First  health :  the  stomach  (cramm'd  from  every  dish 
A  tomb  of  boil'd  and  roast,  and  flesh  and  fish, 
Where  bile,  and  wind,  and  phlegm,  and  acid  jar 
And  all  the  man  is  one  Intestine  war) 
Remembers  oft  the  schoolboy's  simple  fare. 
The  temperate  sleeps,  and  spirits  light  as  air. 

How  pale,  each  worshipful  and  reverend  guest 
Rise  from  a  clergy  or  a  city  feast ! 
What  life  in  all  that  ample  body  say  ? 
What  heavenly  particle  inspires  the  clay? 
The  soul  subsides,  and  wickedly  inclines 
To  seem  but  mortal,  e*en  in  sound  divines. 

On  morning  wings  how  active  springs  the  mind 
That  leaves  the  load  of  yesterday  behind? 
How  easy  every  labour  it  pursues  ? 
How  coming  to  the  poet  every  muse  ? 
Not  but  we  may  exceed,  some  holy  time. 
Or  tired  in  search  of  truth,  or  search  of  rhyme; 
111  health  some  jnst  indulgence  may  engage. 
And  more  the  sickness  of  long  life,  old  age  : 
For  fainting  age  what  cordial  drop  remains,* 
If  our  intemperate  youth  the  vessel  drains  ? 

Our  fathers  praised  rank  venison.    You  suppose 
Perhaps,  young  men,  our  fathers  had  no  nose. 
Not  so :  a  buck  was  then  a  week's  repast. 
And  'twas  their  point,  I  ween,  to  make  it  last, 
More  pleased  to  keep  it  dll  their  friends  could  come. 
Than  eat  the  sweetest  by  themselves  at  home. 
Why  had  not  I  in  those  good  times  my  birth, 
Ere  coxcomb-pies,  or  coxcombs  Mere  on  earth  ? 

Unworthy  he  the  voice  of  Fame  to  hear. 
That  sweetest  music  to  an  honest  ear. 
(For  'faith,  Lord  Fanny  I  you  are  in  the  wrong. 
The  world's  good  word  is  better  than  a  song) 
Who  has  not  learn'd,  fresh  sturgeon  and  ham-pie 
Are  no  rewards  for  want,  and  infamy  I 
When  luxury  has  lick'd  up  all  thy  pelf, 
Cursed  by  thy  neighbours,  thy  trustees,  thyself. 

Think  how  posterity  will  treat  thy  name; 
And  buy  a  rope,  that  future  times  may  tell 
Thou  hast  at  least  bestow'd  one  penny  well. 
"  Eight,"  cries  his  lordship,  "  for  a  rogue  in  need 
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':    .save  a  taste,  is  insolence  indeed  : 

ill  lae  'tis  noble,  suits  my  birth  and  state, 

My  wealth  unwieldy,  and  my  heap  too  great." 

Then,  like  the  sun,  let  Bounty  spread  her  ray. 

And  shine  that  superfluity  away. 

0  impudence  of  wealth  I  with  all  thy  store. 

How  dar'st  thou  let  one  worthy  man  be  poor  ? 

Shall  half  the  new-built  churches  round  thee  fall  ? 

Make  quays,  build  bridges,  or  repair  Whitehall : 

Or  to  thy  country  let  that  heap  be  lent. 

As  M o's  was,  but  not  at  five  per  cent. 

Who  thinks  that  Fortune  cannot  change  her  mind. 
Prepares  a  dreadful  jest  for  all  mankind. 
And  who  stands  safest?  tell  me,  is  it  ho 
That  spreads  and  swells  in  puff'd  prosperity. 
Or  blest  with  little,  whose  preventing  care 
In  peace  provides  fit  arms  against  a  war? 

Thus  Bethel  spoke,  who  always  speaks  his  thought. 
And  always  thinks  the  very  thing  he  ought : 
His  equal  mind  I  copy  what  I  can, 
And  as  I  love,  would  imitate  the  man. 
In  South  Sea  days  not  happier,  when  surmised 
The  lord  of  thousands,  than  if  now  excised ; 
In  forest  planted  by  a  father's  hand, 
Than  in  five  acres  now  of  rented  land. 
Content  with  little,  1  can  peddle  here 
On  brocoli  and  mutton  round  the  year ; 
But  ancient  friends  (though  poor,  or  out  of  play) 
That  touch  my  bell,  I  cannot  turn  away. 
'Tia  true,  no  turbots  dignify  my  boards, 
But  gudgeons,  flounders,  what  my  Thames  affords : 
To  Hounslow  Heath  I  point,  and  Banatoad  Down, 
Thence  comes  your  mutton,  and  these  chicks  my  own  : 
From  yon  old  walnut-tree  a  sliower  shall  fall ; 
And  grapes,  long  lingering  on  my  only  wall. 
And  figs  from  standard  and  espalier  join; 
No  TASTE  is  in  you  if  you  cannot  dine  : 
Then  cheerful  healths,  (your  wife  shaU  have  a  place,) 
And  what's  more  rare,  a  poet  shall  say  grace. 

Fortune  not  much  of  humbling  me  can  boast; 
Though  double  tax'd,  how  little  have  I  lost? 
My  life's  amusements  have  been  just  the  same. 
Before  and  after  standing  armies  came. 
My  lands  are  sold,  my  father's  house  is  gone ; 
i  li  iiiio  aaotiier's;  is  not  that  my  own, 
And  yours,  my  friends  ?  through  whose  free-opening  gate 
None  comes  too  early,  none  departs  too  late ; 
(For  I  who  hold  sage  Homer's  rule  the  best, 
Welcome  the  coming,  speed  the  going  guest.) 
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"  Pray  Heaven  it  last  I "  (cries  Swirr)  "as  yon  go  on, 

I  wish  INDEED  this  house  had  been  your  own : 

Pity !  to  build,  without  a  son  or  wife : 

Why,  you'll  enjoy  it  only  all  your  life." 

Well,  if  the  use  be  mine,  can  it  concern  one. 

Whether  the  name  belong  to  Popo  or  Vernon  ? 

What'8  2?ro2)er<w  ?  dear  Swift  I  you  see  it  alter 

From  you  to  me,  from  me  to  Peter  Walter; 

Or,  in  a  mortgage,  prove  a  lawyer's  share; 

Or,  in  a  jointure,  vanish  from  the  heir; 

Or,  in  pure  equity,  (the  case  not  clear,) 

The  Chancery  takes  your  ren^a  for  twenty  year ! 

At  best,  it  falls  to  some  ungracious  son. 

Who  cries,  "  My  father's  dead,  and  all 's  my  own," 

Shades,  that  to  Bacon  could  retreat  afford, 

Become  the  portion  of  a  booby  lord ; 

And  Hemsley,  once  proud  Buckingham's  delight,* 

Slides  to  a  scrivener  or  a  city  knight 

Let  lands  and  houses  have  what  lords  they  will, 

he*,  us  be  fix'd,  and  our  own  masters  stilL 
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TO  LOED  BOLINGBROKE. 

St  John,  whose  love  indulged  my  labours  past. 
Matures  r  y  present,  and  shall  bound  my  last ! 
Why  will  you  break  the  Sabbath  of  my  days  ? 
Now  sick  alike  of  envy  and  of  praise. 
Public  too  long,  ah,  let  me  hide  my  age ! 
See  modest  Gibber  now  has  left  tb  j  stage  : 
Our  generals  now,  retired  to  their  estates. 
Hang  their  old  trophies  o'er  the  garden  gates. 
In  life's  cool  evening  satiate  of  applause. 
Nor  fond  of  bleedinsr.  e'en  in  Brunswick'8  ca«8fi= 

A  voice  there  is,  that  whispers  in  my  ear, 
('Tis  Reason's  voice,  which  sometimes  one  can  hear,) 
"  Friend  Pope  I  be  prudent,  let  your  muse  take  breath. 
And  never  gallop  Pegasus  to  death ; 

*  Villiers,Duko  of  Buckingham. 
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liCsa  stiff  and  stately,  void  of  f-e  or  force, 

You  limp,  like  Blackmore,  on  a  lord  mayor's  horso." 

Farewell  then,  verse,  and  love,  and  every  toy. 
The  rhymed  and  rattles  of  the  man  or  boy ; 
What  right,  what  true,  what  fit  we  justly  call. 
Let  this  be  all  my  care — for  this  is  all : 
To  lay  this  harvest  up,  and  hoard  with  haste 
What  every  day  will  want,  and  most,  the  last. 

But  ask  not  to  what  doctors  I  apply ; 
Sworn  to  no  master,  of  no  sect  am  I : 
As  drives  the  storm,  at  any  door  I  knock : 
And  house  with  Montaigne  now,  or  now  with  Locke. 
Sometimes  a  patriot,  active  in  debate, 
Mix  with  the  world,  and  battle  for  the  state. 
Free  as  young  Lyttelton,  her  cause  pursue. 
Still  true  to  virtue,  and  as  warm  as  true  : 
Sometimes  with  Aristippus,  or  St  Paul, 
Indulge  my  candour,  and  grow  all  to  all ; 
Back  to  my  native  moderation  slide, 
And  win  my  way  by  yielding  to  the  tide. 

Long,  as  to  him  who  wor^  for  debt,  the  day. 
Long  as  the  night  to  her  whose  love's  away, 
Long  as  the  year's  dull  circle  seems  to  run. 
When  the  brisk  minor  pants  for  twenty-oue: 
So  slow  the  unprofitable  moments  roll, 
That  lock  up  all  the  functions  of  my  soul ; 
That  keep  me  from  myself;  and  still  delay 
Life's  instant  business  to  a  future  day : 
That  task,  which  as  we  follow,  or  despise. 
The  eldest  is  a  fool,  the  youngest  wise, 
Which  done,  the  poorest  can  no  wants  endure ; 
And  which  not  done,  the  richest  must  be  poor. 

Late  as  it  is,  I  put  myself  to  school. 
And  feel  some  comfort  not  to  be  a  fool.  ,■ 

Weak  though  I  am  of  limb,  and  short  of  sight. 
Far  from  a  lynx,  and  not  a  giant  quite; 
I  '11  do  what  Mead  and  Cheselden  advise, 
To  keep  these  limbs,  and  to  preserve  theso  eyes. 
Not  to  go  back,  is  somewhat  to  advance,' 
And  men  must  walk  at  least  before  they  dance. 

Say,  does  thy  blood  rebel,  thy  bosom  move 
With  wretched  avarice,  or  as  wretched  love  ? 
Know,  there  are  words,  and  spells,  which  can  control 
Between  the  fits  this  fever  of  the  soul ; 
M.ac~  there  are  rhj^mcs  which,  fresh  aud  iresU 

applied, 
Will  cure  the  arrant'st  puppy  of  his  pride. 
Be  furious,  envious,  slothful,  mad.  or  drunk, 
Slave  to  a  wife,  or  to  a  vassal  sunk, 
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A  Switz,  a  High-Dutch,  or  a  Low-Dutch  bear '. 
A.1I  that  we  ask  ia  but  a  patient  ear. 

'Tie  the  first  virtue,  vices  to  aohor; 
And  the  first  wisdom,  to  be  fool  no  rnoro. 
But  to  the  world  no  bugbear  is  so  great, 
As  want  of  figure,  and  a  small  estate. 
To  either  India  see  the  merchant  fly. 
Scared  at  the  spectre  of  pale  poverty  I 
See  him,  with  pains  of  body,  pangs  of  soul, 
Burn  through  the  tropic,  freeze  beneath  the  pole  1 
Wilt  thou  do  nothing  for  a  nobler  end. 
Nothing  to  malce  philosophy  thy  friend  t 
To  stop  thy  foolish  views,  thy  long  desires, 
And  ease  thy  heart  of  all  that  it  admires  ? 
Here,  Wisdom  calls :  "  Seek  virtue  first,  be  bold  I 
As  gold  to  silver,  virtue  is  to  gold." 
T'here,  London's  voice :  "  Get  money,  money  still  I 
And  then  let  Virtue  follow,  if  she  will." 
This,  this  the  saving  doctrine,  preach' d  to  all. 
From  low  St  James's  up  to  high  St  Paul ; 
From  him  whose  quills  stand  quiver'd  at  his  ear, 
To  him  who  notches  sticks*  at  Westminster. 

Barnard  in  spirit,  sense,  and  truth  abounds ; 
"  Pray  then,  what  wants  he?"  Fourscore  thousand  pounds. 
A  pension,  or  such  harness  for  a  slave 
As  Bug  now  has,  and  Dorimant  would  have. 
Barnard,  thou  art  a  cit,  with  all  thy  worth ; 
But  Bug  and  D 1,  their  Honours,  and  so  forth. 

Yet  every  child  another  song  will  sing, 
"  Virtue,  brave  boys  1  'tis  virtue  makes  a  king." 
True,  conscious  honour  is  to  feel  no  sin. 
He 's  arm'd  without  that 's  innocent  within ; 
Be  this  thy  screen,  and  this  tliy  wall  of  brass ; 
Compared  to  this,  a  minister 's  an  ass. 

And  say,  to  which  shall  our  applause  belong, 
This  new  court  jargon,  or  the  good  old  song'/ 
The  modern  language  of  corrupted  peers. 
Or  what  was  spoke  at  Ckecy  and  Poictiers  ? 
Who  counsels  best?  who  whispers,  "  Be  but  great, 
With  praise  or  infamy  leave  that  to  fate ; 
Get  place  and  wealth,  if  possible,  with  grace  j 
H  not,  by  any  means  get  wealth  and  place," 
For  what  ?  to  have  a  box  where  eunuchs  sing. 
And  foremost  in  the  circle  eye  a  king. 
Or  he,  who  bids  tnco  face  with  steady  view 
Proud  Fortune,  and  look  shallow  Greatness  through. 
And,  while  he  bids  thee,  sets  the  example  too  ? 
IS  such  a  doctrine,  in  St  James's  air, 
♦  Exchequer  Tallies. 
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Should  chance  to  make  the  weli-dregt  rabble  atare: 
If  honest  Schutz  take  scandal  at  a  spark, 
That  less  admires  the  palace  than  the  park : 
Faith  I  shall  give  the  answer  reynard  gave : 
"  I  cannot  like,  dread  air,  your  royal  cave : 
Because  I  see,  by  all  the  tracks  about, 
Full  many  a  beast  goes  in,  but  none  come  out" 
Adieu  to  virtue,  if  you're  once  a  slave  : 
Send  her  to  court,  you  send  her  to  her  grave. 

Well,  if  a  king's  a  lion,  at  the  least 
The  people  are  a  many-headed  beast : 
Can  they  direct  what  measures  to  pursue. 
Who  know  themselves  so  little  what  to  do  ? 
Alike  in  nothing  but  one  lust  of  gold, 
Just  half  the  land  would  buy,  and  half  be  sold  : 
Their  country's  wealth  our  mightier  misers  drain 
Or  cross,  to  plunder  provinces,  the  main;  ' 

The  rest,  some  farm  the  poor-box,  some  the  pews  • 
Some  keep  assemblies,  and  would  keep  the  stews; 
Some  with  fat  bucks  on  childless  dotards  fawn  • 
Some  win  rich  widows  by  their  chine  and  brawn; 
While  with  the  silent  growth  of  ten  per  cent, 
z?]'"*',,*"'^  '^^'■'toess,  hundreds  stink  contei.'i; 
Of  all  these  ways,  if  each  pursues  his  own. 
Satire,  be  kind,  and  let  the  wretch  alone : 
But  shew  me  one  who  has  it  in  his  power 
To  act  consistent  with  himself  an  hour. 
Sir  Job  sail'd  forth,  the  evening  bright  and  still. 
„No  place  on  earth,"  he  cried,  '^ike  Greenwich-hill ! " 
Up  starts  a  palace :  lo  I  the  obedient  base 
Slopes  at  its  foot,  the  woods  its  sides  embrace. 
J  he  silver  Thames  reflects  its  marble  face. 
Aow  let  some  whimsey,  or  that  devil  within 
Which  guides  all  those  who  know  not  what  thev 
mean,  '' 

But  give  the  knight  (or  give  h's  lady)  spleen; 

Away,  away  1  take  all  your  scaffolds  down, 
Jfor  snug  s  the  word :  my  dear !  we  'II  live  in  town  " 

At  amorous  Flavio  is  the  stocking  thrown  ?— 
That  very  night  he  longs  to  be  alone. 
The  fool,  whose  wife  just  scolds  him  thrice  a  quarter. 
Sot  matrimonial  solace  dies  a  martyr. 
Did  ever  Proteus,  Merlin,  any  witch, 
rJ^.^sform  themselves  so  strangelv  as  the  rinh  l_ 
weii,  but  the  poor— the  poor  have  the  same  itch  ! 
JLbey  change  their  weekly  barber,  weekly  news. 
1  refer  a  tew  japanner  to  their  shoes, 
JJischaige  their  garreta,  move  their  beds,  and  run 
(They  know  not  whither)  in  a  chaise  and  one ; 
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They  hire  their  sculler,  and  when  once  aboard, 
Grow  sick — and  bate  the  climate — like  a  lord. 
You  laugh,  half  beau,  half  sloven  if  I  stand, 
My  wig  all  powder,  and  all  snuff  my  band ; 
You  laugh,  if  coat  and  breeches  strangely  vary, 
White  gloves,  and  linen  worthy  Lady  Mary ! 
But  when  no  prelate's  lawn,  with  hair-shirt  lined, 
Is  half  so  incoherent  as  my  mind, 
When  (each  opinion  with  the  next  at  strife. 
One  ebb  and  flow  of  follies  all  my  lifie) 
I  plant,  root  up ;  I  build,  and  then  confound ; 
Turn  round  to  square,  and  square  again  to  round ; 
You  never  change  one  muscle  of  your  face, 
You  think  this  madness  but  a  common  case ; 
Nor  once  to  Chancery,  nor  to  Hale  apply; 
Yet  hang  your  lip,  to  see  a  seam  awry ! 
Careless  how  ill  I  with  myself  agree, 
Kind  to  my  dress,  my  figure, — not  to  me. 
Is  this  my  guide,  philosopher,  and  friend  ? 
This  he,  who  loves  me,  and  who  ought  to  mend  f 
Who  ought  to  make  me  (what  he  can  or  none,) 
That  man  divine  whom  wisdom  calls  her  own ; 
Great  without  title,  without  fortune  bless'd ; 
Kich  e'en  when  plunder'd,  honoured  while  oppress'd; 
Loved  without  youtb,  and  follow'd  without  power] 
At  home,  though  exiled;  free,  though  in  the  Tower; 
In  short,  that  reasoning,  high,  immortal  thing. 
Just  less  than  Jove,  and  much  above  a  king. 
Nay,  half  in  heaven — except  (what 's  mighty  odd,) 
A  fit  of  vapours  clouds  this  demi-god. 
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TO  MR  MURRAY, 


jirnivnnrAiinB  i?iTiT.  niii  If  AwnipmrTt^ 


*  Not  to  admire,  is  all  the  art  I  know. 

To  make  men  happy,  and  to  keep  taem  bo." 

(Plain  truth,  dear  Mubray,  needs  no  flowers  of  speech, 

So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech.) 
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This  vaolt  of  air,  this  congregated  ball. 
Self-centred  saa,  and  stars  that  rise  and  fall. 
There  are,  my  friend !  whose  philosophic  eyes 
Look  through,  and  trust  the  ruler  with  his  skies. 
To  him  commit  the  hour,  the  day,  the  year, 
And  view  this  dreadful  all— without  a  fear. 
Admire  we  then  what  earth's  low  entrails  hold, 
Arabian  shores,  or  Indian  seas  infold ; 
All  the  mad  trade  of  fools  and  slaves  for  gold  f 
Or  popularity  ?  or  stars  and  strings  T 
The  mob's  applauses,  or  the  gifts  of  kings? 
Say  with  what  eyes  we  ought  at  courts  to  gaze 
And  pay  the  great  our  homage  of  amaze  ? 

If  weak  the  pleasure  that  from  these  can  spring; 
The  fear  to  want  them  is  as  weak  a  thing ; 
Whether  we  dread,  or  whether  we  desire. 
In  either  case,  believe  me,  we  admire ; 
Whether  we  joy  or  grieve,  the  same  the  curse. 
Surprised  at  better,  or  surprised  at  worse. 
Thus  good  or  bad  to  one  extreme  betray 
The  unbalanced  mind,  and  snatch  the  man  away : 
For  virtue's  self  may  too  much  zeal  be  had; 
The  worst  of  madmen  is  a  saint  run  mad. 

Go  then,  and,  if  you  can,  admire  the  state 
Of  beaming  diamonds,  and  reflected  plate ; 
Procure  a  Taste  to  double  the  surprise. 
And  gaze  on  Parian  charms  with  learned  eyes : 
Be  struck  with  bright  brocade,  or  Tyrian  dye. 
Our  birthday  nobles'  splendid  livery. 
U  not  so  pleased,  at  council-board  rejoice. 
To  see  their  judgments  hang  upon  thy  voice; 
From  morn  to  night,  at  senate,  rolls,  and  hall. 
Plead  much,  read  more,  dine  late,  or  not  at  all. 
But  wherefore  all  this  labour,  all  this  strife? 
lor  fame,  for  riches,  for  a  noble  wife? 
Shall  one  whom  nature,  learning,  birth,  conspired 
1 0  form,  not  to  admire,  but  be  admired 
Sigh,  while  his  Chloe,  blind  to  wit  andnrorth 
Weds  the  rich  dulness  of  some  son  of  earth! 
Yet  time  ennobles,  or  degrades  each  line  • 
It  brighten'd  Ceaggs's,  and  may  darken  thine  • 
And  what  is  fame?  the  meanest  have  their  day. 
Ihe  greatest  can  but  blaze,  and  pass  away 
Graced  as  thou  art,  with  all  the  newer  nf  wnrd- 
iSo  Jtnown,  so  hononr'd,  at  the  House  of  Lords  T 
Conspicuous  scene !  another  yet  is  nigh, 
(More  silent  far)  where  kings  and  poets  He; 
Where  Murray  (long  enough  his  coantty's  pride) 
Shall  be  no  more  than  Tuixt,  or  than  Htdb  J 
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fiack'd  with  sctatics,  paiited  in  evert  boki, 
Will  any  mortal  let  himself  alone  f 
See  Ward  by  batter'd  beaus  invited  over, 
And  desperate  misery  lays  hold  on  Dover. 
The  case  is  easier  in  the  mind's  disease; 
There  all  men  may  bo  cured,  whene'er  they  please. 
Would  ye  be  blest?  deapise  low  joys,  low  gains; 
Disdain  whatever  Cornburt  disdains ; 
Be  virtuous,  and  be  happy  for  yoar  pains. 

But  art  thou  one  whom  new  opinions  sway. 
One  who  believes  as  Tindal  leads  the  way, 
Who  virtue  and  a  church  alike  disowns, 
Thinks  that  but  words,  and  this  but  brick  and  stonea? 
Fly  then,  on  all  the  wings  of  wild  desire, 
Admire  whate'er  the  maddest  can  admire. 
Is  wealth  thy  passion  ?  hence !  from  pole  to  pole. 
Where  winds  can  carry,  or  where  waves  can  roll. 
For  Indian  spices,  for  Peruvian  gold. 
Prevent  the  greedy,  and  outbid  the  bold : 
Advance  thy  golden  mountain  to  the  skies; 
On  the  broad  base  of  fifty  thousand  rise. 
Add  one  round  hundred,  and  (if  that 's  not  fair) 
Add  fifty  more,  and  bring  it  to  a  square. 
For,  mark  the  advantage,  just  so  many  score 
Will  gain  a  wife  with  half  as  many  more. 
Procure  her  beauty,  make  that  beauty  chaste. 
And  then  such  friends— as  cannot  fail  to  last. 
A  man  of  wealth  is  dubb'd  a  man  of  worth, 
Venus  shall  give  him  form,  and  Anstis  birth. 
(Believe  me,  many  a  German  prince  is  worse, 
Who,  proud  of  pedigree,  is  poor  of  purse.) 
His  wealth  brave  Timon  gloriously  confounds; 
Ask'd  for  a  groat,  he  gives  a  hundred  pounds; 
Or  if  three  ladies,  like  a  luckless  play. 
Takes  the  whole  house  upon  the  poet's  day. 
Now,  in  such  exigencies  not  to  need. 
Upon  my  word  you  must  be  rich  indeed ; 
A  noble  superfluity  it  craves, 
Not  for  yourself,  but  for  your  fools  and  knaves; 
Something,  which  for  your  honour  they  may  cheat, 
And  which  it  much  becomes  you  to  forget. 
If  wealth  alone  then  make  and  keep  us  blest, 
Still,  still  be  getting;  never,  never  rest. 

But  if  to  power  and  place  your  passion  lie. 
If  in  the  pomp  of  life  consist  the  joy ; 
Then  hire  a  slave,  or  (if  you  will)  a  lord. 
To  do  the  honours,  and  to  give  the  word ; 
Tell  at  your  levee,  as  the  crowds  approach. 
To  whom  to  nod,  whom  take  into  your  coach. 
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Whom  honour  with  your  hand :  to  make  remarks 
Fho  rules  in  Cornwall,  or  who  rules  in  Berks: 
"  Thia  may  be  troublesome,  is  near  the  chair ; 
That  makes  three  members,  this  can  choose  a  mayor." 
Instructed  thus,  you  bow,  embrace,  protest, 
Adopt  him  son,  or  cousin  at  the  least. 
Then  turn  about,  and  laugh  at  your  own  jest. 

Or  if  your  life  be  one  continued  treat. 
If  to  live  well  means  nothing  but  to  eat ; 
Up,  up!  cries  Gluttony,  'tis  break  of  dar. 
Go  drive  the  deer,  and  drag  the  finny  prey ; 
With  hounds  and  horns  go  hunt  an  appetite— 
So  Russel  did,  but  could  not  eat  at  niglit, 
Call'd  happy  dog !  the  beggar  at  his  door, 
And  envied  thirst  and  hunger  to  the  poor. 

Or  shall  we  every  decency  confound. 
Through  taverns,  stews,  and  bagnios  take  our  round? 
Go  dme  with  Chartres,  in  each  vice  outdo 

K ^I's  lewd  cargo,  or  Ty y'g  crew, 

From  Latian  syrens,  French  Circaan  feasts, 
Return  well  travell'd,  and  tranaform'd  to  beasts 
Or  for  a  titled  wife,  or  foreign  fame,  .     ' 

Eenounce  our  country,  and  degrade  our  name  ? 

If,  after  all,  we  must  with  Wilmot  own. 
The  cordial  drop  of  life  is  love  alone; 
And  Swift  sry  wisely,  "  Vive  la  bairatelle  f  ** 
The  man  that  loves  and  laughs,  must  sure  do  well. 
Adieu — if  this  advice  appear  the  worst, 
Even  take  the  counsel  which  I  gave  vou  first  • 
Or  better  precepts  if  you  can  impart,' 
Why,  do;  I'll  follow  them  with  ail  my  heart 
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ADVEKTISEMENT. 

.ri^f  "^^^^"^  «^  Horace,  and  the  judgments  passed  in  his 
epistle  to  Augustus,  seemed  so  seasonable  to  the  present 
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time,  that  I  could  not  help  applying  them  to  the  use  of  my 
o  wn  country.  '1  !i  e  author  thought  them  considerable  enough 
to  address  them  to  iiis  prince,  whom  he  paints  with  all  the 
^freat  and  good  qualities  of  a  monarch  upon  whom  the 
Romans  depended  for  the  increase  of  an  ahsolvle  empire. 
But  to  makt  he  poem  entirely  English,  I  was  willing  to  add 
one  or  two  of  those  which  contribute  to  the  happiness  of  a 
free  people,  and  are  more  consistent  with  the  welfare  of  our 
neigliboura. 

This  epistle  will  shew  the  learned  world  to  have  fallen 
into  two  mistakes  :  one,  that  Augustus  was  a  patron  of  poef:^ 
in  general;  whereas  he  not  only  prohibited  all  but  the  best 
writers  to  name  him,  but  recommended  that  care  fcviiu  to 
the  civil  magistrate :  Admonehat  proeiores,  nepaterentur  nomen 
suum  obsdejieri,  &c.  The  other,  that  this  piece  was  only  a 
general  discourse  of  poetry  ;  whereas  it  was  an  apology  for  the 
poets,  in  order  to  render  Augustus  more  their  patron.  Horace 
here  pleads  the  cause  of  his  contemporaries,  first,  against  the 
taste  of  the  tovm,  whose  humour  it  was  to  magnify  the 
authors  of  the  preceding  age;  secondly,  against  the  court 
and  noUlity,  who  encouraged  only  the  writers  for  the  theatre ; 
and,  lastly,  against  the  emperor  himself,  who  had  conceived 
them  of  little  use  to  the  government.  He  shews  (by  a  view 
of  the  progress  of  learning,  and  the  change  of  taste  among 
the  Romans)  that  the  introduction  of  the  polite  arts  of 
Greece  had  given  the  writers  of  his  time  great  advantages 
over  their  predecessors ;  that  their  morals  were  much  im- 
proved, and  the  license  of  those  ancient  poets  restrained; 
that  satire  and  comedy  were  become  more  just  and  useful ; 
that  whatever  extravagancies  were  left  on  the  stage  were 
owing  to  the  ill  taste  of  the  nobility;  that  poets,  under  due 
regulations,  were  in  many  respects  useful  to  the  state;  and 
concludes  that  it  was  upon  then:.  :bi'  .mrt*  ror  himself  must 
depend  for  Lib  fame  with  posteri';} 

"Wa  "lav  further  leam  from  tii.:.^  ■'.-:iti6  iiliat  Hoi^ce  made 
his  court  to  this  great  prince  by  writing  with  a  decent 
freedom  toward  him,  with  a  just  contempt  of  hi^  low  flat- 
terers, and  with  a  manly  regard  to  his  own  character. 
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While  you,  gieat  patron  of  mankind  f  sustaia 
The  balanced  world,  and  open  all  the  main ; 
Your  country,  chief,  in  arms  abroad  defend. 
At  home,  with  morals,  arts,  and  laws  amend  ; 
How  shall  the  muse,  from  such  a  monarch,  steal 
An  hour,  and  not  defraud  the  public  weal :' 

Edward  and  Henry,  now  the  boast  of  Fame, 
And  virtuous  Alfred,  a  more  sacred  name,  % 

After  a  life  of  generous  toils  endured, 
The  Gaul  subdued,  or  property  secured. 
Ambition  humbled,  mighty  cities  storm'd, 
Or  laws  establish'd,  and  the  world  reform'd ; 
Closed  their  long  glories,  with  a  sigh,  to  find 
The  unwilling  gratitude  of  base  mankind ! 
All  human  virtue,  to  its  latest  breath, 
Finds  Envy  never  conquer'd,  but  by  Death. 
The  great  Alcides,  every  labour  past. 
Had  still  this  monster  to  subdue  at  last. 
Sure  fate  of  all,  beneath  whose  rising  ray 
Each  star  of  meaner  merit  fades  away  ! 
Oppress'd  we  feel  the  beam  directly  beat, 
Those  suns  of  glory  please  not  till  they  set 

To  thee,  the  world  its  present  homage  pavs, 
The  harvest  early,  but  mature  the  praise : 
Great  friend  of  Liberty  I  in  kings  a  name 
Above  all  Greek,  above  all  Roman  fame : 
Whose  word  is  truth,  as  sacred  and  revered. 
As  Heaven's  own  oracles  from  altars  heard. 
Wonder  of  kings !  like  whom,  to  mortal  eyes 
Kone  e'er  has  risen,  and  none  e'er  shall  rise. 

Just  in  one  instance,  be  it  yet  confess'd 
Your  people.  Sir,  are  partial  in  the  rest : 
Foes  to  all  living  worth  except  your  own, 
And  advocates  for  folly  dead  and  gonei 
.iluthors,  like  coins,  grow  dear  as  they  grow  old ; 
It  is  the  rust  we  value,  not  the  gold. 
Chaucer's  worst  ribaldry  is  learned  by  rote, 
And  beastly  Skelton  heads  of  houses  quote : 
One  likes  no  language  but  the  Faery  Queene ; 
A  Scot  will  fight  for  Christ's  Kirk  o'  the  Green  ;t 
And  eaeU  true  Jiriion  is  to  Ben  bo  civil, 
He  swares  the  Muses  met  him  at  the  DeviLf 

•  Oeorgo  II. 

t  A  poem  by  James  I.,  Klnpf  of  Scotland. 

J  The  Devil  THveni,  where  Boti  Jonson  held  his  Poetical  Qub. 


34^ 


pope's  poems. 


Thongh  jtistly  Greece  her  eldest  sons  admires, 
Why  should  not  we  be  wiser  than  our  sires? 
In  every  public  virtue  we  excel ; 
We  build,  we  paint,  we  sing, -we  dance  as  well, 
And  learned  Athens  to  our  art  must  stoop, 
Could  she  behold  us  tumbling  through  a  hoop. 

If  time  improve  our  wit  as  well  as  wine. 
Say  at  what  age  a  poet  grows  divine  ? 
Shall  we,  or  shall  we  not,  account  him  so, 
Who  died,  perhaps,  a  hundred  years  ago  ? 
End  all  dispute;  and  fix  the  year  precise 
When  British  bards  began  to  immortalise  ? 

"  Who  lasts  a  century  can  have  no  flaw, 
I  hold  that  wit  a  classic,  good  in  law." 

Suppose  he  wants  a  year,  will  you  compound  ? 
And  shall  we  deem  him  ancient,  right,  and  sound. 
Or  FIX  to  all  eternity  at  once. 
At  ninety-nine,  a  modern  and  a  dunce? 

"  We  shall  not  quarrel  for  a  year  or  two; 
By  courtesy  of  England,  he  may  do." 

Then,  by  the  rule  that  made  the  horse-tail  bare, 
I  pluck  out  year  by  year,  as  hair  by  hair, 
And  melt  down  ancients  like  a  heap  of  snow : 
While  you,  to  measure  merits,  look  in  Stowe, 
And  estimating  authors  by  the  year, 
Bestow  a  garland  only  on  a  bier. 

Shakspeare,  (whom  you  and  every  playhouse  bill 
Style  the  divine,  the  matchless,  what  you  will,) 
For  gain,  not  glory,  wing'd  his  roving  flight. 
And  grew  immortal  in  his  own  despite. 
Ben,  old  and  poor,  as  little  seem'd  to  heed 
The  life  to  come,  in  every  poet's  creed. 
Who  now  reads  Cowley  ?  if  he  pleases  yet, 
His  moral  pleases,  not  his  pointed  wit : 
Forgot  his  epic,  nay  Pindaric  art. 
But  still  I  love  the  language  of  his  heart. 

"  Yet  surely,  surely,  these  were  famous  men  I 
What  boy  but  hears  the  sayings  of  old  Ben  ? 
In  all  debates  where  critics  bear  a  part, 
Not  one  but  nods,  and  talks  of  Jonson's  art, 
Of  Shakspeare's  nature,  and  of  Cowley's  wit ; 
How  Beaumont's  judgment  check'd  what  Fletcher  writ. 
How  Shad  well  hasty,  Wycherley  was  slow; 
But,  for  the  passions.  Southern,  sure,  and  Eowe. 

From  eldest  Heywood'down  to  Cibber^sage.'' 
All  this  may  be ;  the  people's  voice  is  odd, 
It  is,  and  it  is  not,  the  voice  of  God. 
To  Gammer  Gurton  if  it  give  the  bayii, 
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And  yet  deny  the  Careless  Husband  praise, 

Or  say  oar  fathers  never  broke  a  rule ; 

Why  then,  I  say,  the  public  is  a  fool. 

But  let  them  own,  that  greater  faults  than  we 

They  had,  and  greater  virtues,  I  '11  agree. 

Spencer  himself  affects  the  obsolete, 

And  Sidney's  verse  halts  ill  on  Roman  feet; 

Milton's  strong  pinion  now  not  heaven  can  bound, 

Now  serpent-like,  in  prose  he  sweeps  the  ground. 

In  quibbles,  angel  and  archangel  join, 

And  God  the  Father  turns  a  school-divine. 

Not  that  I  'd  lop  the  beauties  from  his  book, 

Like  slashing  Bentley  with  his  desperate  hook, 

Condemn  all  Shakspeare,  like  the  affected  fool 

At  court,  who  hates  whate'er  he  read  at  schooL 

But  for  the  wits  of  either  Charles's  days, 
The  mob  of  gentlemen  who  wrote  with  ease; 
Sprat,  Carew,  Sedley,  and  a  hundred  more, 
(Like  twinkling  stars  the  miscellanies  o'er,) 
One  simile,  that  solitary  shines 
In  the  dry  desert  of  a  thousand  lines, 
Or  lengthen'd  thought  that  gleams  through  many  a  page. 
Has  sanctified  whole  poems  for  an  age. 
I  lose  my  patience,  and  I  own  it  too, 
When  works  are  censured,  not  as  bad  but  new ; 
While  if  our  elders  break  all  reason's  laws, 
These  fools  demand  not  pardon,  but  applause. 

On  Avon's  bank,  where  flowers  eternal  blow, 
If  I  but  ask,  if  any  weed  can  grow  ? 
One  tragic  sentence  if  I  dare  deride 
Which  Betterton's  grave  action  dignified. 
Or  well-mouth'd  Booth  with  emphasis  proclaims, 
(Though  but,  perhaps,  a  muster-roll  of  names,) 
How  will  our  fathers  rise  up  in  a  rage. 
And  swear  all  shame  is  lost  in  George's  age ! 
You  'd  think  no  fools  disgraced  the  former  reign, 
Did  not  some  grave  examples  yet  remain. 
Who  scorn  a  lad  should  teach  his  father  skill, 
And,  having  once  been  wrong,  will  bo  so  still. 
He,  who  to  seem  more  deep  than  you  or  I, 
Extols  old  bards,  or  Merlin's  prophecy, 
Mistake  him  not ;  he  envies,  not  admires, 
And  to  debase  the  sons,  exalts  tlie  sires. 
Had  ancient  times  conspired  to  disallow 
n  hat  then  was  new,  what  had  been  ancient  now? 
Or  what  remain'd,  so  worthy  to  bo  read 
By  learned  critics,  of  the  mighty  dead  ? 

In  days  of  ease,  when  now  the  weary  sword 
Was  sheathed,  and  luxury  with  Charles  restored ; 
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In  every  taste  of  foreign  courts  improved, 
"AH,  by  the  king's  example,  lived  ahd  loved." 
Then  peers  grew  proud  in  horsemanship  to  excel, 
Newmarket's  glory  rose,  as  Britain's  fell  ; 
The  soldier  breathed  the  gallantries  of  France, 
And  every  flowery  courtier  writ  romance. 
Then  marble,  soften'd  into  life,  grew  warm, 
And  yielding  metal  flow'd  to  human  form  : 
Lely  on  animated  canvas  stole 
The  sleepy  eye,  that  spoke  the  melting  soul. 
No  wonder  then,  when  all  was  love  and  sport, 
The  willing  Muses  were  debauch'd  at  court : 
On  each  enervate  string  they  taught  the  note 
To  pant,  or  trtmble  through  a  woman's  throat. 

But  Britain,  changeful  as  a  child  at  play. 
Now  calls  in  princes,  and  now  turns  away. 
Now  Whig,  now  Tory,  what  we  loved  we  hate; 
Now  all  for  pleasure,  now  for  church  and  state; 
Now  for  prerogative,  and  now  for  laws; 
Effects  unhappy !  from  a  noble  cause. 

Time  was,  a  sober  Englishman  would  knock 
His  servants  up,  and  rise  by  five  o'clock, 
Instruct  his  family  in  every  rule. 
And  send  his  wife  to  church,  his  son  to  school. 
To  worship  like  his  fathers  was  his  care ; 
To  teach  their  frugal  virtues  to  his  heir; 
To  prove,  that  luxury  could  ne  ,er  hold ; 
And  place,  on  good  security,  his  gold. 
Now  times  are  changed,  and  one  poetic  itch 
Has  seized  the  court  and  city,  poor  and  rich  : 
Sons,  sires,  and  grandsires,  all  will  wear  the  bays. 
Our  wives  read  Milton,  and  our  daughters  plays. 
To  theatres,  and  to  rehearsals  throng, 
And  all  our  grace  at  table  is  a  song. 
I,  who  so  oft  renounce  the  Muses'  lie. 

Not ^"s  self  e'er  tells  more  Jibs  than  I ; 

When  sick  of  muse,  or  follies  we  deplore. 
And  promise  our  best  friends  to  rhyme  no  more; 
We  wake  next  morning  in  a  raging  fit, 
And  call  for  pen  and  ink  to  shew  our  wit. 

He  served  a  'prenticeship,  who  sets  up  shop ; 
Ward  tried  on  puppies,  and  the  poor,  his  drop; 
E'en  Radcliffe's  doctors  travel  first  to  France, 
Nor  dare  to  practise  till  they  'vo  learn'd  to  dance. 
Who  builds  9:  bridsTC.  that  Tis?f>r  dr^^vn  a.  nl!-^  ? 
(Should  Hipley  venture,  all  the  world  would  smile) 
But  those  who  cannot  write,  and  those  who  can, 
All  rhynae,  and  scrawl,  and  scribble,  to  a  man. 

Yet,  sir,  reflect:  tho  mischief  is  not  great; 
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These  madmea  never  hurt  the  church  or  state : 
Sometimes  the  folly  benefits  mankind : 
And  rarely  avarice  taints  the  tuneful  mind. 
Allow  him  but  his  plaything  of  a  pen, 
He  ne'er  rebels,  or  plots,  like  other  men  : 
Flight  of  cashiers,  or  mobs,  he'll  never  mind; 
And  knows  no  losses  while  the  Muse  is  kind. 
To  cheat  a  friend,  or  wapd,  he  leaves  to  Peter  ; 
The  good  man  heaps  up  nothing  but  mere  mei^re 
Enjoys  his  garden  and  his  book  in  quiet  j 
And  then— a  perfect  hermit  in  his  diet. 

Of  little  use  the  man,  you  may  suppose. 
Who  says  in  verse  what  others  say  in  prose ; 
Yet  let  me  shew,  a  poet 's  of  some  weight, 
And  (though  no  soldier)  useful  to  the  state. 
What  will  a  child  learn  sooner  than  a  song  ? 
What  better  teach  a  foreigner  the  tongue  ? 
What's  long  or  short,  each  accent  where  to  place, 
And  speak  in  public  with  some  sort  of  grace, 
I  scarce  can  think  him  such  a  worthless  thing, 
Unless  he  praise  some  monster  of  a  king ; 
Or  virtue,  or  religion  turn  to  sport. 
To  please  a  lewd,  or  unbelieving  court. 

Unhappy  Dryden  ! In  all  Charles's  days, 

Boscommon  only  boasts  unspotted  bays ; 
And  in  our  own  (excuse  some  courtly  strains) 
No  whiter  page  than  Addison's  remains. 
He,  from  the  taste  obscene  reclaims  our  youth, 
And  sets  the  passions  on  the  side  of  truth  ; 
Forms  the  soft  bosom  with  the  gentlest  art, 
And  pours  each  human  virtue  in  the  heart. 
Let  Ireland  tell,  how  wit  upheld  her  cause, 
Her  trade  supported,  and  supplied  her  laws; 
And  leave  on  Swift  this  grateful  verse  engraved, 
"  The  rights  a  court  attack'd,  a  poet  saved." 
Behold  the  hand  that  wrought  a  nation's  cure, 
Stretch'd  to  relieve  the  idiot  and  the  poor, 
Proud  vice  to  brand,  or  iiyured  worth  %dorn. 
And  stretch  the  ray  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
Not  but  there  are  who  merit  other  palms ; 
Hopkins  and  Sternhold  glad  the  heart  with  psalms : 
The  boys  and  girls  whom  charity  maintains, 
Implore  your  help  in  these  pathetic  strains : 
How  could  devotion  touch  the  country  pews, 
Unless  ths  srodsi  bentow'^  h.  *>r^Ti£>v  ts^i^s^  9 
Verso  cheers  their  leisure,  verse  assists  their  work, 
Verse  prays  for  peace,  or  sings  down  Pope  and  Turk, 
The  silenced  preacher  yields  to  potent  strain, 
And  f:el8  that  grace  his  prayer  besought  in  vain; 
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The  blearing  thrills  through  all  the  labouring  throng, 
And  Heaven  is  won  by  violence  of  song. 
Our  rural  ancestors,  with  little  blest, 
Patient  of  labour  when  the  end  was  rest. 
Indulged  the  day  that  housed  their  annual  grain. 
With  feasts,  and  offerings,  and  a  thankful  strain  : 
The  joy  their  wives,  their  sons,  and  servants  share. 
Ease  of  their  toil,  and  partners  of  their  care : 
The  laugh,  the  jest,  attendants  on  the  bowl, 
Smooth'd  every  brow,  and  open'd  every  soul : 
With  growing  years  the  pleasing  license  grew, 
And  taunts  alternate  innocently  flew. 
But  times  corrupt,  and  Nature,  ill-inclined. 
Produced  the  point  that  left  a  sting  behind ; 
Till  friend  with  friend,  and  families  at  strife, 
Triumphant  malice  raged  through  private  life. 
Who  felt  the  wrong,  or  fear'd  it,  took  the  alarm, 
Appeal'd  to  law,  and  justice  lent  her  arm. 
At  length,  by  wholesome  dread  of  statutes  bound, 
The  poets  learn'd  to  please,  and  not  to  wound : 
Most  warp'd  to  flattery's  side ;  but  some,  more  nice, 
Preserved  the  freedom,  and  forbore  the  vice. 
Hence  satire  rose,  that  just  the  medium  hit, 
And  heals  with  morals  what  it  hurts  with  wit. 
We  conquer'd  France,  but  felt  our  captive's  charms; 
Her  arts  victorious  triumph'd  o'er  our  arms ; 
Britain  to  soft  refinements  less  a  foe, 
Wit  grew  polite,  and  numbers  learn'd  to  flow. 
Waller  was  smooth;  but  Dryden  taught  to  join 
The  varying  verse,  the  full  resounding  line, 
The  long  majestic  march,  and  energy  divine. 
Though  still  some  traces  of  our  rustic  vein. 
And  splay-foot  verse,  remain'd,  and  will  remain. 
Late,  very  late,  correctness  grew  our  care. 
When  the  tired  nation  breathed  from  civil  war. 
Exact  Racine,  and  Corneille's  noble  fire, 
Shew'd  us  that  Prance  had  something  to  admire. 
Not  but  the  tragic  spirit  was  our  own. 
And  full  in  Shakspeare,  fair  in  Oiway  shone,' 
But  Otway  faii'd  to  polish  or  refine, 
.  And  fluent  Shakspeare  scarce  effaced  a  line. 
Even  copious  Dryden  wanted,  or  forgot. 
The  last  and  greatest  art,  the  art  to  blot. 
^  Some  doubt,  if  equal  pains,  or  equal  fire 
"I  no  numDio  rnuee  of  couicdy  require. 
But  in  known  images  of  life,  I  guess 
Tlie  labour  greater,  as  the  indulgence  less. 
Observe  how  seldom  even  tho  Lest  succeed  t 
Tell  me  if  Congrove's  fools  aro  foola  indeed  I 
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What  pert,  low  dialogue  has  Faiquhar  writ  ? 
How  Van*  wants  grace,  who  never  wanted  wit  I 
And  idle  Gibber,  how  he  breaks  the  laws, 
To  make  poor  Pinky  eat  with  vast  applause ! 
But  fill  their  purse,  ^ur  poets'  work  is  dene. 
Alike  to  them,  by  pathos  or  by  pun. 

Oh  you !  whom  vanity's  light  bark  conve3r8 
On  Fame's  mad  voyage  by  the  wind  of  praise, 
With  what  a  shifting  gale  your  course  you  ply, 
For  ever  sunk  too  low,  or  borne  too  high  I 
Who  pants  for  glory  finds  but  short  repose, 
A  breath  revives  him,  or  a  breath  o'er  throws. 
Farewell  the  stage !  if  just  as  thrives  the  play. 
The  silly  bard  grows  fat,  or  falls  away. 

There  still  remains,  to  mortify  a  wit, 
The  many-headed  monster  of  the  pit : 
A  senseless,  worthless,  and  unhonour'd  crowd; 
Who,  to  disturb  their  betters  mighty  proud, 
Clattering  their  sticks  before  ten  lines  are  spoke, 
Call  for  the  farce,  the  Bear,  or  the  Black-joke. 
What  dear  delight  to  Britons  farce  affords ! 
Ever  the  taste  of  mobs,  but  now  of  lords : 
(Taste,  that  eternal  wanderer,  which  flies 
From  heads  to  ears,  and  now  from  ears  to  eyes.) 
The  play  stands  still ;  hang  action  and  discourse ; 
Back  fly  the  scenes,  and  enter  foot  and  horse; 
Pageants  on  pageants,  in  long  order  drawn. 
Peers,  heralds,  bishops,  ermine,  gold,  and  lawn ; 
The  champion  too !  and,  to  complete  the  jest, 
Old  Edward's  armour  beams  on  Gibber's  brca8t.t 
With  laughter  sure  Democritus  had  died, 
Had  he  beheld  an  audience  gape  so  wide. 
Leii  bear  or  elephant  be  e'er  so  white. 
The  people,  sure,  the  people  are  the  sight  I 
Ah  luckless  poet !  stretch  thy  lungs  and  roar. 
That  bear  or  elephant  shall  heed  thee  more; 
While  all  its  throats  the  gallery  extends, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  pit  ascenUs  t 
Loud  as  the  wolves,  on  Orca's  stormy  Bteep,J 
Howl  to  the  roarings  of  the  northern  deep ; 
Such  is  the  shout,  tlie  long-applauding  note, 
At  Quin's  high  plume,  or  Oldfield's  petticoat ; 
Or  when  from  court  a  birthday  suit  bestow'd, 
Sinks  the  lost  actor  in  the  tawdry  load. 

*  Sir  John  Vnnbrugh. 

t  The  cor  nation  of  Ilenry  VIII.  and  Queen  Anne  Boleyn,  in  wlilcli  the 
rlayhouses  vied  with  each  other  to  represent  nil  the  pomp  of  a  coronation, 
in  this  noblo  contention  the  armour  of  '>ne  of  the  kings  of  England  was 
boiTowed  from  the  Tower,  to  dress  the  champion. 

I  The  northern  promontory  of  Scotland. 
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Booth  enters, — hark  !  the  universal  peal ! 

"  IJut  has  he  spoken  ?"— Not  a  syllable. 

"  What  shook  the  stage,  and  made  the  people  stare?" 

Cato's  long  wig,  flower'd  gown,  and  lacquer'd  chair. 

Yet,  lest  you  think  I  rally  more  than  teach. 
Or  praise  malignly  arts  I  cannot  reach, 
Jjet  me  for  once  presume  to  instruct  the  times. 
To  know  the  poet  from  the  man  of  rhymes : 
'Tis  he,  who  gives  my  breast  a  thousand  pains. 
Can  make  me  feel  each  passion  that  he  feigns; 
Enrage,  compose,  with  more  than  magic  art, 
'\\'ith  pity,  and  with  terror,  tear  my  heart ; 
And  snatc>'.  me,  o'er  the  earth,  or  through  the  air, 
To  TheheB,  to  Athens,  when  he  will,  and  where. 

But  not  this  part  of  the  poetic  state.. 
Alone,  deserves  the  favour  of  the  greai 
Think  of  those  authors,  sir,  who  would  rely 
More  on  a  reader's  sense  than  gazer's  eye. 
Or  who  shall  wander  where  the  Muses  sing? 
Who  climb  their  mountain,  or  who  taste  their  spring? 
How  shall  we  fill  a  library  with  wit, 
When  Merlin's  Cave  is  half-unfinished  yet ! 

My  liege !  why,  writers  little  claim  your  thought. 
I  gttess,  and,  with  their  leave,  will  tell  the  fault  I 
We  poets  are  (upon  a  poet's  word) 
Of  all  mankind,  the  creatires  most  absurd : 
The  season,  when  to  come  j  and  when  to  go, 
To  sing,  or  cease  to  sing,  we  never  know; 
And  if  we  will  recite  nine  hours  in  ten, 
You  lose  your  patience,  just  like  other  men. 
Then  too  we  hurt  ourselves,  when  to  defend 
A  single  verse,  we  quarrel  with  a  friend ; 
Bepeat  unask'd ;  lament,  the  wit 's  too  fine 
For  vulgar  eyes,  and  point  out  every  line. 
But  most,  when  straiiaing  with  too  weak  a  wing, 
We  needs  will  write  epistles  to  the  king; 
And  from  the  moment  we  oblige  the  town, 
Expect  a  place,  or  pension  from  the  Crown ; 
Or  dubb'd  historians  by  express  command, 
To  enrol  your  triumphs  o'er  the  seas  and  land. 
Be  call'd  to  court  to  plan  some  work  divine. 
As  once  for  Iiocis,  Boileau,  and  Eacine. 

Yet  think,  great  sir  I  (so  many  virtues  shewn) 
Ah  think,  what  poet  best  may  make  them  known  ? 

KJT  CtlOOBc  &i  least  S0IU6  IltiillBleX'  oi  gi'auc, 

Fit  to  bestow  the  laureate's  weighty  plp.ce. 

Charles,  to  late  times  to  be  transmitted  fair, 
Assign'd  his  figure  to  Bernini's  care; 
And  great  Nassau  to  Kneller's  hand  decreed 
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To  fix  him  graceful  on  the  bounding  steed ; 
So  well  in  paint  and  stone  they  jwdged  of  merit : 
But  kings  in  wit  may  want  discerning  spirit. 
The  hero  \irilliam,  and  the  martyr  GharleSv 
One  knighted  Blackmore,  and  one  pension'd  Quarles ; 
Which  made  old  Ben  and  snrly  Dennis  swear 
"  No  lord 's  anointed,  but  a  Russian  bear." 
Not  with  such  majesty,  such  bold  relief, 
The  forms  august,  of  king,  or  conquering  chief. 
E'er  swell'd  on  marble;  as  in  verse  have  shined 
(In  polish'd  verse)  the  manners  and  the  mind. 
Oh  1  could  I  mount  on  the  Mseonian  wing. 
Your  arms,  your  actions,  your  repose  to  sing  i 
What  seas  you  traversed,  and  what  fields  yon  fought ! 
Your  country's  peace,  how  oft,  how  dearly  bought  1 
How  barbarous  rage  subsided  at  your  word. 
And  nations  wonder'd  while  they  dropp'd  the  sword ! 
How,  when  you  nodded,  o'er  the  land  and  deep. 
Peace  stole  her  wing,  and  wrapt  the  world  in  sleep ; 
Till  earth's  extremes  your  mediation  own. 
And  Asia's  tyrants  tremble  at  your  throne^ 
But  verse,  alas !  your  majesty  disdains ; 
And  I  'm  not  used  to  panegyric  strains : 
The  zeal  of  fools  offends  at  any  time. 
But  most  of  all,  the  zeal  of  fools  in  rhyme. 
Besides,  a  fate  attends  on  all  I  write. 
That  when  I  aim  at  praise  they  ^y  I  bite. 
A  vile  encomium  doubly  ridicules : 
There 's  nothing  blackens  like  the  ink  of  foola 
If  true,  a  woful  likeness,  and  if  lies, 
"  Praise  undeserved  is  scandal  in  disguise  :" 
Well  may  he  blush,  who  gives  it,  or  receives; 
And  when  I  fatter,  let  my  dirty  leaves 
(Like  journals,  odes,  and  such  forgotten  things 
As  Eusden,  Philips,  Settle,  writ  of  kings) 
Clothe  spice,  line  trunks,  or  fluttering  in  a  row, 
Befringe  the  rails  of  Bedlam  and  Soho. 
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SECOND  BOOK  OF  HOEACE. 

Dear  Colonel,  Cobham's  and  your  country's  iMend  I 
You  love  a  verse,  take  such  as  I  can  send. 
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A  Frenchman  comes,  presenta  you  with  hia  boy. 
Bows  and  begins — "  This  lad,  sir,  is  of  Blois :  * 
Observe  his  shape  how  clean !  his  locks  how  curl'd  I 
My  only  son,  I  'd  have  him  see  the  world : 
His  French  is  pure ;  his  voice  too — you  shall  hear. 
Sir,  he 's  your  slave,  for  twenty  pound  a  year. 
Mere  wax  as  yet,  you  fashion  him  with  ease, 
Your  barber,  cook,  upholsterer,  what  you  please. 
A  perfect  genius  at  an  opera  song — 
To  say  too  much  might  do  my  honour  wrong. 
Take  him  with  all  his  virtues,  on  my  word ; 
His  whole  ambitioa  was  to  serve  a  lord ; 
But,  sir,  to  yor   with  what  would  I  not  part  ? 
Though  faith,  i  fear,  'tr-U  break  his  mother's  heart- 
Once  (and  but  once)  I  caught  him  in  a  lie. 
And  then,  unwhlpp'd,  he  had  the  grace  to  cry : 
The  fault  he  has  I  fairly  shall  reveal, 
(Could  you  o'erlook  but  that)  it  is,  to  steal." 

If,  after  this,  you  took  the  graceless  lad, 
Could  you  complain,  my  friend,  he  proved  go  bad? 
Faith,  in  such  case,  if  you  sa-uld  prosecute, 
I  think  Sir  Godfrey  should  decide  the  suit ; 
Who  sent  the  thiei  that  stole  the  cash  away, 
And  punish'd  him  that  put  it  in  his  way. 

Consider  then,  and  judge  me  in  this  light; 
I  told  you  when  1  went,  I  could  not  write ; 
You  said  the  same ;  and  are  you  discontent 
With  laws  to  which  you  gave  your  own  assent  ? 
Nay,  worse,  to  ask  for  verse  at  such  a  time ! 
D'ye  think  me  good  for  nothing  but  to  rhyme  ? 

In  Anna's  wars,  a  soldier  poor  and  old, 
Had  dearly  earn'd  a  little  purse  of  gold  : 
Tired  with  a  tedious  march,  one  luckless  night, 
He  slept,  poor  dog  I  and  lost  it,  to  a  doit. 
This  put  the  man  in  such  a  desperate  mind, 
Between  revenge,  and  grief,  and  hunger  join'd 
Against  the  foe,  himself,  and  all  mankind. 
He  leap'd  the  trenches,  scaled  a  castle  wall, 
Tore  down  a  standard,  took  the  fort  and  all. 
"  Prodigious  well :"  his  great  commander  cried, 
Gave  him  much  praise,  and  some  reward  beside. 
Next  pleased  his  excellence  a  town  to  batter, 
(Its  name  I  know  not,  and  'tis  no  great  matter,) 
"  Go  on,  my  friend,"  he  cried,  "  see  yonder  walls ! 


More  honours,  more  rewards,  attend  the  brave." 
Don't  you  remember  what  reply  he  gave  f 


•  A  town  whoro  French  is  spoken  in  great  purity. 
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" D'ye  think  me,  noble  general,  such  a  sot? 
Let  him  take  castles  who  han  ne'er  a  groat." 

Bred  up  at  home,  full  early  I  begun 
To  read  in  Greek  the  wrath  of  Peleus'  son. 
Besides,  my  father  taught  me  from  a  lad. 
The  better  art  to  know  the  good  from  bad : 
(And  little  sure  imported  to  remove, 
To  hunt  for  truth  in  Maudlin's  learned  grove.) 
But  knottier  points  we  knew  not  half  so  well. 
Deprived  us  soon  of  our  paternal  cell ; 
And  certeln  laws,  by  sufferers  thought  uiyust. 
Denied  ail  posts  of  profit  or  of  trust : 
Hopes  after  hopes  of  pious  Papists  fail'd. 
While  mighty  Wiluam's  thundering  arm  prevail'd. 
For  right  hereditary  tax'd  and  fined. 
He  stuck  to  poverty  with  peace  of  mind  ; 
And  me,  the  muses  help'd  to  undergo  it; 
Convict  a  Papist  he,  and  I  a  poet 
But,  (thanks  to  Homer,)  since  I  live  and  thrive, 
Indebted  to  no  prince  or  peer  alive. 
Sure  I  should  want  the  care  of  ten  Monroes, 
If  I  would  scribble  rather  than  repose. 

Years  following  years,  steal  something  every  day, 
At  last  they  steal  us  from  ourselves  away; 
In  one  our  frolics,  one  amusements  end. 
In  one  a  ^ovkb  drops,  in  one  a  friend : 
This  subtle  thief  of  life,  thio  paltry  time. 
What  will  it  leave  me,  if  it  snatch  my  rhyme  ? 
If  every  wheel  of  that  unwearied  mill. 
That  turn'd  ten  thousand  verses,  now  stands  still  ? 

But  after  all,  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
When  out  of  twenty  I  can  please  not  two; 
When  this  heroics  only  deigns  to  praise, 
Sharp  satire  that,  and  that  Pindaric  lays  ? 
One  likes  the  pheasant's  wing,  and  one  the  leg; 
The  vulgar  boil,  the  learned  roast  an  egg ; 
Hard  task  !  to  hit  the  palate  of-such  guests. 
When  Oldfield  loves  what  Dartineu    letests. 

But  grant  I  may  relapse,  for  wauu  jf  grace. 
Again  to  rhyme ;  can  London  be  the  place  1 
Who  there  his  muse,  or  self,  or  soul  attends. 
In  crowds,  in  courts,  law,  business,  feasts,  and  friends  f 
My  counsel  sends  to  execute  a  deed : 
A  poet  begs  me  I  will  hear  him  read : 

Tn  Pftlnno-'gnT^I     at  •<<•«»  •..«..  *I1  £_J ^i 

At  ten  for  certain,  sir,  in  Bloomsbury-square— 
Before  the  lords,  at  twelve,  my  cause  cornea  on— 
There's  a  rehearsal,  sir,  exact  at  one.— . 
"  Oh,  but  a  wit  can  study  in  the  streets, 
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And  raise  his  mind  abore  Ibe  mob  lie  meets." 
Not  quite  so  well,  however,  as  one  ought ; 
A  hackney-coach  may  chance  to  spoil  a  thought ; 
And  then  a  nodding  beam,  or  pig  of  lead. 
All  know,  may  hurt  the  very  ablest  head. 
Have  you  not  seen,  at  Guildhall's  narrow  pass. 
Two  aldermen  dispute  it  with  an  ass? 
-And  peers  give  way,  exalted  as  they  are, 
Even  to  their  own  sir-reverence  in  a  carl 

Go,  lofty  poet !  and  in  such  a  crowd, 
Sing  thy  sonorous  verse—  but  not  aloud, 
Alas !  to  grottoes  and  to  groves  we  run, 
To  ease  and  silence,  every  Muse's  son: 
Blackmore  himself,  for  any  grand  eflfort, 
Would  drink  and  doze  at  Tooting  or  Earrs-court. 
How  shall  I  rhyme  in  this  eternal  roar  ? 
How  match  the  bards  whom  none  e'er  match'd  before  f 

The  man,  who  stretch'd  in  Isis'  xJm  retreat. 
To  books  and  study  gives  seven  yee.n  complete. 
See !  strew'd  with  learned  dust,  hib  nightcap  on, 
He  walks,  an  object  new  beneath  the  sun  1 
The  boys  flock  round  him,  and  the  people  stare : 
So  stiflT,  80  mute !  some  statue  you  would  swear, 
Stepp'd  from  its  pedestal  to  take  the  air ! 
And  here,  while  town,  and  court,  and  city  roars. 
With  mobs,  and  duns,  and  soldiers,  at  their  doors; 
Shall  I,  in  London,  act  this  idle  part  ? 
Composing  songs  !>''  iools  to  get  by  heart? 

The  Temple  late  U  o  brother  sergeants  saw, 
Who  deem'd  each  other  oracles  of  law; 
With  equal  talents,  these  congenial  souls. 
One  lull'd  the  Exchequer,  and  one  stunn'd  the  Eolls; 
Each  had  a  gravity  would  make  you  split, 
And  shook  his  head  at  Murray,  as  a  wit. 
'Twas, "  Sir,  your  law," — and  "  Sir,  your  eloquence," 
*'  Yours  Cowper's  manner," — and  "  Yours  Talbot's  sense." 

Thus  we  dispose  of  all  poetic  merit. 
Tours  Milton's  genius,  and  mine  Homer''-  spirit. 
Call  Tibbald  Shakspeare,  and  he  '11  swear  the  Nine, 
Dear  Gibber  I  never  match'd  one  ode  of  thine. 
Oh  I  how  we  strut  through  Merlin's  Gave,  to  see 
No  poets  there,  but  Stephen,  you,  and  me. 
Walk  with  respect  behind,  while  we  at  ease 
Weave  laurel  crowns,  and  take  what  names  we  pl6ase. 
"  Mr  dear  Tibullua !"  (if  that  will  not  do,) 
*'  Let  me  be  Horace,  and  be  Ovid  you : 
Or,  I  'm  content,  allow  me  Dryden's  strains. 
And  you  shall  rise  up  Otway  for  your  pains." 
Much  do  I  suffer,  much  to  keep  in  peace 
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This  jealons,  waspish,  wrong-head,  rhyming  race; 
And  much  must  flatter,  if  the  whim  should  bite, 
lo  court  applause  by  printing  what  I  write : 
JBut  let  the  fit  pass  o'er,  I  'm  wise  enough 
To  stop  my  ears  to  their  confounded  stuff. 
In  vain  bad  rhymers  all  mankind  reject, 
rhey  treat  themselves  with  most  profound  respect  : 
lis  to  small  purpose  that  you  hold  your  tongue. 
Mch  praised  within,  is  happy  all  day  long: 
But  how  severely  with  themselves  proceed 
The  men,  who  write  such  verse  as  we  can  read  ? 
Iheir  own  strict  judges,  not  a  word  they  spare 
That  wants  or  force,  or  light,  or  weight,  or  care, 
Howe  er  unwillmgly  it  quits  its  place, 

S'  JK°"^?t*  '''*^'^  (perhaps)  it  may  find  grace : 
Such  they  11  degrade ;  and  sometimes,  in  its  stead. 
In  downright  charity  revive  the  dead  ; 
Mark  where  a  bold  expressive  phrase  appears. 
Bright  through  the  rubbish  of  some  hundred  years ; 
Command  old  words  that  long  have  slept,  to  wake, 
W  ords,  that  wise  Bacon  or  brave  Ealeigh  spake : 
Or  bid  the  new  be  English  ages  hence, 
(*or  use  will  father  what 's  begot  by  sense) 
Pour  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along, 
Serenely  pure,  and  yet  divinely  strong, 
Kich  with  the  treasures  of  each  foreign  tongue : 
Prune  the  luxuriant,  the  uncouth  refine. 
But  shew  no  mercy  to  an  empty  line  : 
Ihen  polish  all,  with  so  much  life  and  ease, 
you  think  tis  nature,  and  a  knack  to  please : 

But  ease  m  writing  flows  from  art,  not  chance : 

AS  those  move  easiest  who  have  learn'd  to  dance." 

It  such  the  plague  and  pains  to  write  by  rule. 

Better  (say  I)  be  pleased,  and  play  the  fool : 

tall,  if  you  will,  bad  rhyming  a  disease. 

It  gives  men  happiness,  or  leaves  them  ease. 

Ihere  lived  tnprimo  Oeorgii,  (thev  record.) 

A  worthy  member,  no  small  fool,  a  lord : 

Who,  though  the  House  was  up,  delighted  sate. 

Heard,  noted,  answer'd,  as  in  full  debate :         ' 

iP  *i    r",*  ***'^'  ^  ^^^  of  Bolder  life, 
JJond  of  his  friend,  anfl  civil  to  his  wifet 
^ot  quite  a  madman,  though  a  pasty  fell. 
And  much  too  wise  to  walk  into  a  well. 

TW  ''hlT^^^'^'  "''°^.°P  ''^^  ^»8  *"e°<Js  immured, 

ciSed':      '^  ""^^'^'  ^'^  ^'^^'^'  '''  «^°rt'  they 
Whereat  the  gentleman  began  to  stare - 
Jtty  friends!  he  cried,  pox  take  you  for  your  care  I 
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That  from  •  patriot  of  diBtingnish'd  note. 
Have  bled  and  purge  i  me  to  a  aim  pie  rote. 

Well,  on  the  whole,  plain  prose  must  be  my  fate : 
Wisdom  (curse  on  it)  will  come  soon  or  late. 
There  is  a  time  when  poeta  will  grow  dull : 
1 11  e'en  leave  verses  to  the  boys  at  school : 
To  rules  of  poetry  no  more  confined, 
I  '11  learn  to  smooth  and  harmonise  my  mind. 
Teach  every  thought  within  its  bounds  to  roll, 
And  keep  the  equal  measure  of  the  souL 

Soon  as  I  enter  at  my  ccuntry-door, 
My  mind  resumes  the  thread  it  dropt  before ; 
Thoughts,  which  at  Hyde-part:  comer  I  forgot, 
Meet  and  rejoin  me,  in  the  pensive  grot 
There  all  alcne,  and  compliments  apart, 
I  ask  these  sober  questions  of  my  heart : 

If,  when  the  more  you  drink,  the  more  you  crave, 
Tou  tell  the  doctor;  when  the  more  you  have 
The  more  you  want,  why  not  with  equal  ease 
Confess  as  well  your  folly  as  disease 'if 
The  heart  resolves  this  matter  in  a  trice, 
"  Men  only  feel  the  smart,  but  not  the  vice." 

When  golden  angels  cease  to  cure  the  ilii. 
You  royal  witchcraft  bann  v»rfH  bight  good  will; 
When  servile  chaplains  cry,  that  birth  and  place 
Indue  a  peer  with  honour,  truth,  and  grace. 
Look  in  that  breast,  moat  dirty  D— !  be  fair. 
Say,  can  you  find  out  one  such  lodger  there  ? 
Yet  still,  not  heeding  what  your  heart  can  teach. 
You  go  to  chorch  to  hear  these  flatterers  preach. 

Indeed,  could  wealth  bestow  or  wit  or  merit, 
A  grain  of  courage,  or  a  spark  of  spirit, 
The  wisest  man  might  blush,  I  must  agree 

If  D loved  sixpence,  more  than  he. 

If  there  be  truth  in  law,  and  use  can  give 
A  property,  that's  yours  on  which  you  live. 
Delightful  Abs-court,  if  its  fields  afford 
Their  fruits  to  you,  confesses  you  its  lord : 
All  Wordly's  hens,  nay  partridge,  sold  to  town, 
His  vsnison  too,  a  guinea  makes  your  own; 
He  bought  at  thousands,  what  with  better  wit 
You  purchase-as  you  want,  and  bit  by  bit; 
Fow,  or  long  since,  what  difference  will  be  found  I 
You  pay  a  penpy,  and  he  paid  a  pound. 

Heathoote  himself*  and  such  larsrs-acrsd  ksji. 
Lords  of  fat  E'sham,  or  of  Lincoln^fen, 
Buy  every  stick  of  wood  that  lends  them  heat. 
Buy  every  pullet  they  afford  to  eat 
Yet  these  are  wights,  who  fondly  call  their  own 
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Half  that  the  btb  o'erlooks  from  Lincoln  town.  ' 

The  laws  of  God,  as  well  as  of  the  land. 

Abhor  a  perpetuity  should  stand : 

Estates  have  wings,  and  hang  in  fortune's  power. 

Loose  on  the  point  of  every  wavering  hour; 

Beady  by  force,  or  of  your  own  accord. 

By  sale,  at  least  by  death,  to  change  their  lord. 

Man  f  and /or  ever  t  wretch !  what  wonldst  thou  have  ? 

Heir  urges  heir,  like  wave  impelling  wave. 

All  vast  possessions,  (just  the  same  the  case 

Whether  you  call  them  villa,  park,  or  chase.) 

Alas,  my  Bathubst  !  what  will  they  avail  ? 

Join  Cotswold  hills  to  Saperton's  fair  dale. 

Let  rising  granaries  and  temples  here. 

There  mingled  farms  and  pyramids  appear, 

Link  towns  to  towns  with  avenues  of  oak. 

Enclose  whole  downs  in  walls,  'tis  all  a  joke  I 

Inexorable  death  shall  level  all. 

And  trees,  and  stones,  and  farms,  and  farmer,  fall 

Gold,  silver,  ivory,  vases  sculptured  high, 
Pamt,  marble,  gems,  and  robes  of  Persian  dye. 
There  are  who  have  not,— and  thank  Heaven  there  are. 

m ',    *"®y  ^*^®  °*'*'  *^'°^  »o'  worth  their  care. 

Talk  what  you  will  of  taste,  my  friend,  you'll  find 
iwo  ot  a  face,  as  aoon  as  of  a  mind. 
Why,  of  two  brothers,  rich  and  restless  one 
Ploughs,  burns,  manures,  and  toils  from  sun  to  snn  • 
A  n  m    ^"^  ?^'^^^  ^°^  PLEASUBE,  sports,  and  wines, 
All  Townshends  turnips,  and  all  Grosvenor's  mines; 
Why  one  like  Bu— with  pay  and  acorn  content. 
Bows  and  votes  on,  in  court  and  Parliament; 

o/*®,,  J^^®'^  ^y  ^*''<'°S  benevolence  of  soul. 
Shall  fly  like  Oglethorpe,  from  pole  to  pol©  .• 
Js  known  alone  to  that  directing  power. 
Who  forms  the  genius  in  the  natal  hour; 
That  God  of  Nature,  who,  within  us  still. 
Inclines  our  action,  not  constrains  our  will- 
Various  of  temper,  as  of  face  or  frame,' 
Each  individual :  His  great  end  the  same. 

Yes,  sir,  how  small  soever  be  my  heap 
A  part  I  will  enjoy,  aa  well  as  keep. 
My  heir  may  sigh,  and  think  it  want  o&graee 
A  man  so  poor  would  live  without  a  place  • 
But  sure  no  statute  in  his  favour  says. 
How  free,  or  fr!i£»s'  ▼   '    •■.  •'  - 


_11 

-     ,         -  <j  ■>  — — aii  pass  my  aayst 

1,  who  at  some  times  spend,  at  others  spare. 
jUivided  between  carelessness  and  care. 
Tis  one  thing  madly  to  disperse  my  store  : 
Another,  not  to  heed  to  treasure  more  - 
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Glad,  like  a  boy,  to  snatch  the  first  good  day, 
And  pleased,  if  sordid  want  be  far  away. 

What  is 't  to  me,  (a  passenger,  I  wot,) 
Whether  my  vessel  be  first-rate  or  not? 
The  ship  itself  may  make  a  better  figure. 
But  I  that  sail,  am  neither  less  nor  bigger. 
I  neither  strut  with  every  favouring  breath, 
Nor  strive  with  all  the  tempest  in  my  teeth. 
In  power,  wit,  figure,  virtue,  fortune,  placed 
Behind  the  foremost,  and  before  the  last. 

"But  why  all  this  of  avarice ?  I  have  none." 
I  wish  you  joy,  sir,  of  a  tyrant  gone ; 
But  does  no  other  lord  it  at  this  hour, 
As  wild  and  mad ?  the  avarice  of  power? 
Does  neither  rage  inflame,  nor  fear  appal  ? 
Not  the  black  fear  of  death  that  saddens  all  f 
With  terrors  round,  can  Reason  hold  her  throne. 
Despise  the  known,  nor  tremble  at  the  unknown  ? 
Survey  both  worlds,  intrepid  and  entire. 
In  spite  of  witches,  devils,  dreams,  and  fire  ? 
Pleased  to  look  forward,  pleased  to  look  behind, 
And  count  each  birthday  with  a  grateful  mind  ? 
Has  life  no  sourness,  drawn  so  near  its  end  I 
Canst  thou  endure  a  foe,  forgive  a  friend? 
Has  age  but  melted  the  rough  parts  away. 
As  winter-fruits  grow  mild  ere  they  decay  ? 
Or  will  you  think,  my  friend,  j'our  business  done. 
When,  of  a  hundred  thorns,  you  pull  out  one  ? 

Learn  to  live  well,  or  fairly  maV.,  your  will ; 
You  've  play'd,  and  loved,  and  ate  and  drank  your  fill ; 
Walk  sober  ofl",  before  a  sprightlier  age 
Comes  tittering  on,  and  shoves  you  from  the  stage : 
Leave  such  to  trifle  with  more  grace  and  ease, 
W^hom  folly  pleases,  and  whose  follies  pleasa 


EPISTLE   VII. 

XMirAlSD  IN  THffl  MANNER  OF  DR  SWIFT. 

'Tis  true,  my  lord,  I  gave  my  word, 

T-vun.t  wc  miii  jruu  aunx:  mc  itiiru  j 

Changed  it  to  August,  and  in  short. 
Have  kfpt  it— as  you  do  at  court. 
You  humour  mo  when  I  am  sick, 
Why  not  when  I  am  splenetic  ? 
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In  town,  what  objects  could  I  meet? 
The  shops  shut  up  in  every  street, 
And  funerals  blackening  all  the  wats, 
And  yet  more  melancholy  days  : 
And  what  a  dust  in  every  place ! 
And  a  thin  court  that  wants  your  face. 
And  fevers  raging  up  and  down. 
And  W and  H bo«h  in  town ! 

"  The  dog-days  are  no  more  the  case." 
'Tis  true,  but  winter  comes  apace : 
Then  southward  let  your  bard  retire. 
Hold  out  some  mouths  'twixt  sun  and  fire, 
And  you  shall  see,  the  first  warm  weather. 
Me  and  the  butterflies  together. 

My  lord,  your  favours  well  I  know; 
'Tis  with  distinction  you  bestow ; 
And  not  to  every  one  that  comes. 
Just  as  a  Scotsman  does  his  plums : 
**  Pray  take  them,  sir — enough 's  a  feast : 
Eat  some,  and  pocket  up  the  rest." — 
What,  rob  your  boys  ?  those  pretty  rogues ! 
"No,  sir,  you'll  leave  them  to  the  hogs." 
Thus  fools,  with  compliments  besiege  y^ 
Contriving  never  to  oblige  ye. 
Scatter  your  favours  on  a  fop. 
Ingratitude 's  the  certain  crop ; 
And  'tis  but  just,  I'll  tell  you  wherefowj, 
You  give  the  things  you  never  care  for. 
A  wise  man  always  is,  or  should 
Be  mighty  ready  to  do  good : 
But  makes  a  difference  in  his  thought 
Betwixt  a  guinea  and  a  groat. 

Now  this  I '11  say,  you'll  find  in  me 
A  safe  companion,  and  a  free; 
But  if  you  'd  have  me  always  near— 
A  word,  pray,  in  your  honour's  ear. 
I  hope  it  is  your  resolution 
To  give  me  back  my  constitution! 
The  sprightly  wit,  the  lively  eye, 
The  engaging  smile,  the  gaiety 
That  langh'd  down  many  a  summer  sun. 
And  kept  you  up  so  oft  till  one; 
And  all  that  voluntary  vein, 
An  when  Belinda*  raised  my  strain. 

Jt.   TT-  --Ti  vuvc  iij:iuc  SIllll  lO  suns 

In  at  a  corn-loft  through  a  chink, 
But  having  amply  stufl'd  his  skin, 
Could  not  get  out  as  he  got  in; 
•  Rttp6  of  the  IxKjfc 
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Which  one  belonging:  to  the  hoase 
('Twas  not  a  man,  it  was  a  mouse) 
Observing,  cried,  "  You  'scape  not  so ! 
Lean  as  you  came,  sir,  you  must  go." 

Sir,  you  may  spare  your  application  I 
I  'm  no  such  beast,  nor  his  relation ; 
Nor  one  that  temperance  advance, 
Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  ortolans : 
Extremely  ready  to  resign 
All  that  may  make  me  none  of  mine. 
South-Sea  subscriptions  take  who  please^ 
Leave  me  but  liberty  and  ease. 
'Twas  what  I  said  to  Cragga  and  Child, 
Who  praised  my  modesty  and  smiled. 
Give  me,  I  cried,  (enough  for  me) 
My  bread,  and  independency  I 
So  bought  an  annual  rent  or  two. 
And  lived— just  as  you  see  I  do; 
Near  fifty,  and  without  a  wife, 
I  trust  that  sinking  fund,  my  life. 
Can  I  retrench  f    Yes,  mighty  well. 
Shrink  back  to  my  paternal  cell, 
A  little  house,  with  trees  a-row. 
And,  like  its  master,  very  low. 
There  died  my  father,  no  man's  debtor, 
And  there  I  '11  die,  nor  worse  nor  better. 

To  set  this  matter  full  before  ye, 
Our  old  friend  Swift  will  tell  his  story. 

"  Harley,  the  nation's  great  support," — 
But  you  may  read  it,  I  atop  short. 


BOOK  II.-SATIRE  YL 
TDB  nam  pabt  imitated  in  the  tiab  1714,  by  db  swiit; 

THE  LATIEB  PABT  ADDED  AFTEBWABCa. 

I  'VE  often  wish'd  that  I  had  clear 
Pot  life,  six  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
A  handsome  house  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace-walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land,  set  out  to  nlant  a  wood^ 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more, 
I  ask  not  to  increase  my  store ; 
But  here  a  grievance  seems  to  lie, 
All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die;  , 
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I  can't  bat  think  'twould  sound  more  clerer, 
To  me  and  to  my  heirs  for  ever. 

If  I  ne'er  got  or  lost  a  groat, 
By  any  trick,  or  any  fault; 
And  if  I  pray  by  E€a8on'8  rules, 
And  not  like  forty  other  fools ; 
As  thus,  "  Vouchsafe,  O  gracious  Maker  I 
To  grant  me  this  and  t'  other  acre : 
Or  if  it  be  Thy  will  and  pleasure. 
Direct  my  plough  to  find  a  treasure : 
But  only  what  my  station  fits, 
And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits, 
Preserve,  Almighty  Providence  I 
Just  what  you  gave  me,  competence  : 
And  let  me  in  these  shades  compose 
Something  in  verso  as  true  as  prose; 
Eemoved  from  all  the  ambitious  scene, 
Nor  puflPd  by  pride,  nor  sunk  by  spleen." 

In  short,  I  'm  perfectly  content. 
Let  me  but  live  on  this  side  Trent ; 
Nor  cross  the  channel  twice  a  year. 
To  spend  six  months  with  statesmen  here. 

I  must,  by  all  means,  come  to  town, 
'Tis  for  the  service  of  the  Crown. 
"  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  use. 
Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excuse.'* 

The  toil,  the  danger  of  the  seas, 
Great  minister**  ne'er  think  of  these  j 
Or  let  it  cost  five  hundred  ^.jund. 
No  matter  where  the  money 's  found. 
It  is  but  BO  much  more  in  debt, 
And  thai  they  ne'er  consider'd  yet. 

"  Good  Mr  Dean,  go  change  your  gown, 
Let  my  lord  know  you  're  come  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  in  haste  awaj', 
Not  thinking  it  is  levee-day; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pouna, 
Hemm'd  by  a  triple  circle  round,' 
Checker'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  green : 
How  should  I  thrust  myself  between  ? 
Some  wag  observes  me  thus  perplex'd. 
And  smiling,  whispeis  to  tlie  next^ 
'*  I  thought  tho  Dean  had  been  too  proud. 
To  justle  here  among  a  crowd." 

A il •  ■        „  . 

Tells  mo  I  have  more  zeal  than  wU : 
"  So  eager  to  express  your  love. 
You  ne'er  consider  whom  you  obore, 
But  rudely  press  before  a  duke." 
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I  own,  I  'm  pleased  with  this  rebuke. 
And  take  it  kindly  meant  to  show 
What  I  desire  the  world  should  know. 

I  get  a  whisper,  and  withdraw : 
When  twenty  fools  I  never  saw 
Come  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd. 
Desiring  I  would  stand  their  friend. 
This  humbly  oflFers  me  his  case — 
That,  begs  my  interest  for  a  place — 
A  hundred  other  men's  affairs, 
Like  bees,  are  humming  in  my  ears. 
**  To-morrow  my  appeal  comes  on. 
Without  your  help  the  cause  is  gone" — 
The  duke  expects  my  lord  and  you. 
About  some  great  affair,  at  two — 
"  Put  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  in  mind, 
To  get  my  warrant  quickly  sign'd : 
Consider,  'tis  my  first  request." — 
Be  satisfied,  I  '11  do  my  best : — 
Then  presently  he  falls  to  tease, 
"  You  may  for  certain  if  you  please ; 
I  doubt  not,  if  his  lordship  knew — 
And  Mr  Dean,  one  word  from  you." 

'Tis  (let  me  see)  three  years  and  more, 
(October  next  it  will  be  four,) 
Since  Harley  bid  me  first  afr*,end, 
And  chose  me  for  an  humble  friend ; 
Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat, 
And  question  me  of  this  and  that ; 
As,  "  What's  o'clock  ?"  and  "  How 's  the  wind  ?" 
"  Whose  chariot 's  that  we  loft  behind  ?" 
Or  gravely  try  to  read  the  lir.  m 
Writ  underneath  the  country  signs ; 
Or,  "  Have  you  nothing  new  to-day 

From  Pope,  from  Parnell,  or  from  Gay?" 

Such  tattle  often  entertains 

My  lord  and  me  as  far  as  Staines, 

As  once  a  week  we  travel  down 

To  Windsor,  and  again  to  town ; 

Where  all  that  passes,  inter  noa, 

Might  be  proclaim'd  at  Charing  Cross. 
Yet  some,  I  know,  with  envy  swell, 

Because  they  see  me  used  so  well : 

"  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean? 

I  wonder  what  soms  Beoils  mean ; 

My  lord  and  he  are  grown  so  great. 

Always  together,  t6te-d.-Ute. 

What,  they  admire  him  for  his  jokai — 

See  but  the  fortune  of  some  folks ! " 
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There  flies  about  a  strange  report 
Of  some  express  arrived  at  court; 
I  'm  stopp'd  by  all  the  fools  I  meet. 
And  catechised  in  every  street. 

"  You,  Mr  Dean,  frequent  the  great ; 
Inform  us,  will  the  emperor  treat  ? 
Or  do  the  prints  and  papers  lie?" 
"  Faith,  sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I." 
"  Ah,  Doctor,  how  you  love  to  jest ! 
'Tis  now  no  secret" — I  protest 
'Tis  one  to  me — "  Then  tell  us,  pray, 
When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  pay  ?  ' 
And  though  I  solemnly  declare 
I  know  no  more  than  my  Lord  Mayor, 
They  stand  amazed,  and  think  me  grown 
The  closest  mortal  ever  known. 

Thus  in  a  sea  of  folly  toss'd, 
My  choicest  hours  of  life  are  lost ; 
Yet  always  wishing  to  retreat, 
Oh,  could  I  see  my  country  seat ! 
There  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook, 
Sleep,  or  peruse  some  ancient  book, 
And  there  in  sweet  oblivion  drown 
Those  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  to^vn. 
O  charming  noons !  and  nights  divine  I 
Or  when  I  sup,  or  when  I  dine. 
My  friends  above,  my  folks  below. 
Chatting  and  laughing,  all-a-row. 
The  beans  and  bacon  set  before  'em, 
The  grace-cup  served  with  all  decorum : 
Each  willing  to  be  pleased,  and  pleaao. 
And  even  the  very  dogs  at  ease  I 
Here  no  man  prates  of  idle  things; 
How  this  or  that  Italian  sings, 
A  neighbour's  madness,  or  his  spouse's, 
Or  what's  in  either  of  the  houses : 
But  something  much  more  our  concern, 
And  quite  a  scandal  not  to  learni: 
Which  is  the  happier,  or  the  wiser, 
A  man  of  merit,  or  a  miser  ? 
Whether  we  ought  to  choose  our  friends, 
For  their  own  worth,  or  our  own  ends? 
What  good,  or  better,  we  may  call, 
And  what,  the  very  best  of  all  ? 

/^ £»:.» J  Tv-_   T>_! i_i J     / 1 1 

■u-ar  iiicziu  i/au  i.  trivr  lUlu,  \J'UU,  ii^UUTr,) 

A  tftlo  extremely  d  propoa : 
Kame  a  town-life,  and  in  a  trice 
He  had  a  story  of  two  mice. 
Once  on  a  tims  (so  runs  the  fable) 
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A  country  mouse,  right  hospitable, 
Keceived  a  town-mouse  at  his  board. 
Just  as  a  farmer  might  a  lord. 
A  frugal  mouse  upon  the  whole, 
Yet  loved  his  friend,  and  had  a  soul; 
Knew  what  was  handsome,  and  would  do't. 
On  just  occasion,  coUte  qui  coHte. 
He  brought  him  bacon,  (nothing  lean,) 
l^uddmg,  that  might  have  pleased  a  dean- 
Cheese,  such  as  men  in  Sutlblk  make 
But  wish'd  it  Stilton  for  his  sake ;     ' 
Yet,  to  his  guest  though  no  way  sparing 
He  ate  himself  the  rind  and  paring 
Our  courtier  scarce  could  touch  a  bit 
But  shew'd  his  breeding  and  his  wit- 
He  did  his  best  to  seem  to  eat, 
And  cried,  "  I  vow  you  're  mighty  neat 
But,  my  DKAB  friend,  this  savage  scene! 
±  or  MY  sake,  come,  and  live  with  men  : 
Consider,  mice,  like  men,  must  die, 
Both  small  and  great,  both  you  and  I  • 
And  spend  your  life  in  joy  and  sport 
^  mu  ^^^"'^''e'  friend,  I  learu'd  at  court )" 

1  he  veriest  hermit  in  the  nation 
May  yield,  you  know,  to  strong  temptation. 
Away  they  come,  through  thick  and  thin, 
i  o  a  tall  house  near  Lincoln's  Inn  • 
('Twas  on  the  night  of  a  debate,     ' 
Wben  all  their  lordships  had  sat  late.) 
_,  Sehold  the  place,  where  if  a  poet 
bhined  in  description,  he  might  shew  it: 
I  ell  how  the  moonbeam  trembling  falls 
And  tips  with  silver  all  the  walls:  ' 

Palladian  walls,  Venetian  doore, 
Grotesco  roofs,  and  stucco  floors : 
But  let  it,  in  a  word,  be  said, 
The  moon  was  up,  and  men  abed. 
The  napkins  white,  the  carpet  red  • 
The  guest*  withdrawn  had  left  the'trcat. 
And  down  the  mice  sat,  iSte-d-iSte. 

Our  courtier  walks  from  dish  t«  disb. 
Tastes  for  his  friend  of  fowl  and  fish  ■ 
Tells  all  their  names,  lays  down  the  law. 

Que  fa  eat  bon  I  Ah  goUtez  pa  ' 
That  jelly 'g  rich,  this  malmsev  WSn" 
rray,  dip  your  whiskers  and  your  tailla  * 
\\  as  ever  such  a  hat)py  swain  ? 
He  stuffs  and  swills,  and  stuffa  again. 
1  m  quite  ashamed— 'tis  mighty  rud© 
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To  eat  80  mach — but  all 's  ao  good. 

I  have  a  thousand  thanks  to  give — 

My  lord  alone  knows  how  to  live." 

Ko  sooner  said,  but  from  the  hall 

Bush  chaplain,  butler,  dogs,  and  all : 

"A  rat  1  a  rat !  clap  to  the  door" — 

The  cat  comes  bouncing  on  the  floor. 

Oh  for  the  heart  of  Homer's  mice. 

Or  gods  to  save  them  in  a  trice  I 

(It  was  by  Providence  they  think, 

For  your  pine  stucco  has  no  chink.) 

"  An 't  please  your  honour,"  quoth  the  peasant : 

"  This  same  dessert  is  not  so  pleasant : 

Give  me  again  my  hollow  tree, 

A  crust  of  bread,  and  liberty  !  " 
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TO  VENUS. 


Again  !  new  tnmults  in  my  breast  ? 

Ah  spare  me,  Venus !  let  me,  let  me  rest  I 

I  am  not  now,  alas !  the  man 

As  in  the  gentle  reign  of  my  Queen  Anne. 

Ah  sound  no  more  thy  soft  alarms. 

Nor  circle  sober  fifty  with  thy  charms. 

To  number  Jive  direct  your  doves. 

There  spread  round  Mobkat  all  your  blooming  loves; 

Noble  and  young,  who  strikes  the  heart 

With  every  sprightly,  every  decent  part ; 

Equal,  the  injured  to  defend, 

To  charm  the  lover,  or  to  fix  the  friend. 

He  with  a  hundred  arts  refined. 

Shall  stretch  thy  conquests  over  half  the  kind  j 

To  him  each  rival  shall  submit,       ' 

Make  but  his  riches  equal  to  his  wit. 

Then  shall  thy  form  the  marble  grace, 

g'hy  Grecian  form,)  and  ChlSe  lend  the  face : 
is  house  embosom'd  in  the  grove, 
Sacred  to  social  life  and  social  love, 
Shall  glitter  o'er  the  pendant  green, 

'tUfi mt _^_-<i      T     >i       _;•_ 

Thither,  the  silver-sounding  lyres 
Pihall  call  the  smiling  Loves,  and  young  Desires; 
There  every  Grace  and  Muse  shall  throng; 
Exalt  the  dance,  or  animate  the  song; 
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There  youths  and  nymphs,  in  consort  gay, 

Shall  hail  the  rising,  close  the  parting  day. 

With  me,  alas  I  those  joys  are  o'er ; 

For  me,  the  vernal  garlands  bloom  uc  more. 

Adieu  !  fond  hope  of  mutual  fire. 

The  still-believing,  still-renew'd  desire ; 

Adieu  !  the  heart-expanding  bowl. 

And  all  the  kind  deceivers  of  the  soul  I 

But  why  ?  ah  tell  me,  ah  too  dear  ? 

Steals  down  my  cheek,  the  involuntaiy  tear  ? 

Why  words  so  flowing,  thoughts  so  free, 

Stop,  or  turn  nonsense,  at  one  glance  of  thee  I 

Thee,  drest  in  fancy's  airy  beam, 

Absent  I  follow  through  the  extended  dream. 


PART  OP  THE  NINTH  OLE 

07  THE  FOUBTH  BOOK. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

Ljsgp  you  should  think  that  verae  shall  die, 
Which  sounds  the  silver  Thames  along, 

Taught  on  the  wings  of  truth  to  fly 
Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  song ; 

Though  daring  Milton  sits  sublime, 

In  Spenser  native  muses  play; 
Nor  yet  shall  Waller  yield  to  time. 

Nor  pensive  Cowley's  moral  lay- 
Sages  and  chiefs  long  since  had  birth 

Ere  Caesar  was,  or  Newton  named ; 
Those  raised  new  empires  o'er  the  earth, 

And  these,  new  heavens  and  systems  framed. 

Vain  was  the  chief's,  the  sage's  pride  I 
They  had  no  poet,  and  they  died. 

In  vain  they  schemed,  in  vain  they  bled  I 
They  had  no  poet,  and  are  dead. 


THE  SATIRES  OF  DR  DONNE, 

(DKAK  OF  ST  PAUL's,)  VUBSHTID. 


Quid  vetat  et  nosmet  ZtieiU  eoripta  legentes 
Quasrere  num  illius,  imm  rerum  dura  negarit 
Vereiculos  natura  magis  factos,  et  euuLes 
Mollius  ?  Hob. 


SATIEB   IL 

Yes;  thank  my  stars  I  as  early  as  I  knew 

This  town,  I  had  the  sense  to  hate  it  too : 

Yet  here,  as  even  in  hell,  there  must  be  still 

One  giant-vice  so  excollently  ill, 

That  all  beside,  one  pities,  not  abhors ; 

As  who  knows  Sappho,  smiles  at  other  wooers. 

I  grant  that  poetry 's  a  crying  sin ; 
It  brought  (no  doubt)  the  excise  and  armp  in : 
Catch'd  like  the  plague,  or  love  all  coNQuaaiNO  NOW, 
But  that  the  cure  is  starving,  all  allow 
Yet  like  the  Papist's,  is  the  poet's  state. 
Poor  and  disarm'd,  and  hurAly  worth  your  hate  I 

Here  a  lean  bard,  whose  wit  could  never  give 
Himself  a  dinner,  makes  an  actor  live : 
The  thief  condemn'd  in  law  already  dead. 
So  prompts,  and  saves  a  rogue  who  cannot  read. 
Thus  as  the  pipes  of  some  carved  organ  move 
The  gilded  puppets  dance  and  mount  above.  ' 
Heaved  by  the  breath,  the  inspiring  bellows  blow ; 
The  inspiring  bellows  lie  and  pant  below. 

One  sings  the  fair;  but  songs  no  longer  move: 
M^o  rat  is  rhymed  to  death,  nor  maid  to  love : 
ill  love's,  ill  nature  s  spite,  the  siege  they  hold, 
And  scorn  the  flesh,  the  devil,  and  all  but  gold. 

These  write  to  lords,  some  mean  reward  to  get, 
Aa  needy  beggars  sing  at  doors  for  meat. 
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Those  write  because  all  write,  and  so  have  stiTl 
Excuse  for  writing,  and  for  writing  ill. 

Wretched  indeed  I  but  far  more  wretched  yet 
Is  he  who  makes  his  meal  on  others'  wit : 
'Tis  changed,  no  doubt,  from  what  it  was  before ; 
His  rank  digestion  makes  it  wit  no  more : 
Sense,  pass'd  through  him,  no  longer  is  the  same ; 
For  food  digested  takes  anotl'^r  name. 

I  pass  o'er  all  those  confes.  rs  and  martj'rs 
Who  live  like  Sutton,  or  who  die  like  Chartres. 
Out-cant  old  Esdras,  or  out-drink  his  heir, 
Out-usure  Jews,  or  Irishmen  out-swear; 
Wicked  as  pages,  who  in  early  years 
Act  sins  which  Prisca's  confessor  scarce  hears. 
Even  those  I  pardon,  fc  whose  sinful  sake 
Schoolmen  new  tenements  in  hell  must  make ; 
Of  whose  strange  crimes  no  canonist  can  tell 
In  what  commandment's  large  contents  they  dwell. 

One,  one  man  only  breeds  my  just  offence ; 
Whom  crimes  gave  wealth,  and  wealth  gave  impudence ! 
Time,  that  at  last  matures  a  crafty  fox. 
Whose  gentle  progress  makes  a  calf  an  ox, 
And  brings  all  natural  events  to  pass. 
Hath  made  him  an  attorney  of  an  ass. 
No  young  divine,  new  beneficed,  can  be 
More  pert,  more  proud,  more  positive  than  he. 
What  further  could  I  wish  the  fop  to  do, 
But  turn  a  wit,  and  scribble  verses  too ; 
Pierce  the  soft  labyrinth  of  a  lady's  ear 
With  rhyr--^8  of  this^er  cent,  and  tha,t  per  year  ? 
Or  court  a  wife,  spread  out  his  wily  parts, 
Like  nets,  or  lime-twigs,  for  rich  widows'  hearts ; 
Call  himself  barrister  to  every  wench. 
And  woo  in  language  of  the  Pleas  and  Bench  ? 
Language,  which  Boreas  might  to  Auster  hold, 
More  rough  than  forty  Germans  when  they  scold. 

Cursed  be  the  wretch,  so  venal  and  so  vain : 
Paltry  and  proud,  as  lohds  at  Drury  Lane. 
'Tis  such  a  bounty  as  was  never  known. 
If  Pbtbb  deigns  to  help  you  to  your  oion  : 
What  thanks,  what  praise,  if  Peter  but  supplies  J 
And  what  a  solemn  face,  if  he  denies  ! 
Grave,  as  when  prisoners  shake  the  head  and  swear 
'Twas  only  suretyship  that  brought  them  there. 
His  office-  keeps  your  pardunent  fates  entire. 
He  starves  with  cold  to  save  them  from  the  fire ; 
Per  you  he  walks  the  streets  through  rain  or  dust, 
For  not  in  chariots  Peter  put  his  trust; 
For  you  he  sweats  and  labours  at  the  laws, 
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Takes  God  to  witness  he  affects  your  cause, 
And  lies  to  every  lord,  in  every  thing, 
liike  a  king's  favourite— or  like  a  king. 
These  are  the  talents  that  adorn  them  all, 

Prom  wicked  Waters  even  to  godly -^ 

Not  more  of  simony  beneath  b'ack  gowns, 

Nor  more  of  bastardy  in  '  jire    j  crowns. 

In  shillings  and  in  pence  at  first  they  deal ; 

And  steal  so  little,  few  perceiv^e  they  steal ; 

Till,  like  the  sea,  they  compass  all  the  land. 

From  Scots  to  Wight,  from  Mount  to  Dover  strand : 

When  city-heir  in  mortgage  melts  away ; 

Baian  himself  feels  far  less  joy  than  they. 

Piecemeal  they  win  this  acre  first,  then  that. 

Glean  on,  and  gather  up  the  whole  estate. 

Then  strongly  fencing  ill-got  wealth  by  law, 

Indenture,  covenants,  articles  they  draw. 

Large  as  the  fields  themselves,  and  larger  far 

Than  civil  codes,  with  all  their  glosses,  are ; 

So  vast,  our  new  divines,  we  must  confess, 

Are  fathers  of  the  church  for  writing  less. 

But  let  them  write  for  you,  each  rogue  impairs 

The  deeds,  and  dexterously  omits,  aes  heires  : 

No  commentator  can  more  slily  paea 

O'er  a  learn'd  unintelligible  place; 

Or,  in  quotation,  shrewd  divines  leave  out 

Those  words,  that  would  against  them  clear  the  doubt. 

S    Luther  thought  Iha  paternoster  long, 
When  doom'd  to  say  his  beads  and  even-song; 
But  having  cast  his  cowl,  and  left  those  laws. 
Adds  to  Christ's  prayer,  the  power  and  glory  clause. 

The  lands  are  bought;  but  where  are  to  be  found 
Those  ancient  woods  that  shaded  all  the  ground  ? 
We  see  no  new-built  palaces  aspire. 
No  kitchens  emulate  the  vestal  fire. 
Where  are  those  troops  of  poor,  that  throng'd  of  yore 
The  good  old  landlord's  hospitable  door  ? 
Well,  I  could  wish,  that  still  in  lordly  domes 
Some  beasts  were  kill'd,  though  not  whole  hecatombs ; 
That  both  extremes  were  banish'd  from  their  Avails, 
Carthusian  fasts,  and  fulsome  bacchanals ; 
And  all  mankind  might  that  just  mean  observe. 
In  which  none  e'er  could  surfeit,  none  could  starve. 
These  as  good  works,  'tis  true,  we  all  allow, 
tJQo  oh  i  theao  works  are  not  in  fashion  now  : 
Like  rich  old  wardrobes,  things  extremely  rai». 
Extremely  fine,  but  what  no  man  will  wear. 

Thus  much  I  've  said,  I  trust,  without  oflence ; 
Let  no  court  sycophant  pervert  my  sense, 
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Nor  aly  informer  watch  these  words  to  draw 
Within  the  reach  of  treason,  or  the  law. 


SATIRE    IV. 

WelIj,  if  it  be  my  time  to  quit  the  stag^ 
Adieu  to  all  the  follies  of  the  age ! 
I  die  in  charity  with  fool  and  knave, 
Secure  of  peace  at  least  beyond  the  grave. 
I  've  had  my  purgatory  here  betimes, 
And  paid  for  all  my  satires,  all  my  rhymes. 
The  poet's  hell,  its  tortures,  fiends,  and  flames, 
To  this  were  trifles,  toys,  and  empty  names. 

With  foolish  pride  my  heart  was  never  fired, 
Nor  the  vain  itch  to  admire,  or  be  admired ; 
I  hoped  for  no  commission  from  his  grace ; 
I  bought  no  benefice,  I  begg'd  no  place  ; 
H.  a  no  new  verses,  nor  new  suit  to  shew ; 
Yet  went  to  courb !— mt  fate  would  have  it  so. 
But,  as  the  fool  that  in  reforming  days 
Would  go  to  mass  in  jest  (as  story  says) 
Could  not  but  think,  to  pay  his  fine  was  odd, 
Since  'twas  no  form'd  design  of  serving  God ; 
So  was  I  punish'd,  as  if  full  as  proud, 
As  prone  to  ill,  as  negligent  of  good, 
As  deep  in  debt,  without  a  thought  to  pay, 
As  vain,  as  idle,  and  as  false,  as  they 
Who  live  at  court,  for  going  once  that  way ! 
Scarce  was  I  enter'd,  when,  behold !  there  came 
A  thing  which  Adam  had  been  posed  to  name  ; 
Noah  had  refused  it  lodging  in  his  ark, 
Where  all  the  race  of  reptiles  might  embark: 
A  verier  monster,  than  on  Afric's  shore 
The  sun  e'er  got,  or  slimy  Nilus  bore, 
Or  Sloane  or  Woodward's  wondrous  shelves  contain, 
Nay,  all  that  ly-  iig  travellers  can  feign. 
The  watch  would  hardly  let  him  paas  at  noon. 
At  night  would  swear  him  dropt  out  of  the  moon. 
One,  whom  the  mob,  when  next  we  find  or  make 
A  Popish  plot,  shall  for  a  Jesuit  take, 


i\^r, 


ifovfinn^   -fvrvm    \\ia   /»h*ill* 


Cry,  By  your  priesthood  tell  me  what  you  are  ? 
Such  was  the  wight :  The  apparel  on  his  back. 
Though  coarse,  was  reverend,  and  though  bare,  was  black ; 
The  suit,  if  by  the  fashion  one  might  guess, 
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Wag  velvet  in  the  youth  of  good  Queen  Be88, 

But  mere  tuff-taffcty  what  now  remain'd ; 

So  Time,  that  changes  all  things,  had  ordain'd  1 

Our  sons  shall  see  it  leisurely  decay, 

Firsi/  turn  plain  rash,  then  vanish  quite  away. 

This  thing  has  travell'd,  speaks  each  language  too, 
And  knows  what 's  fit  for  every  state  to  do"; 
Of  whose  best  phrase  and  courtly  accent  join'd. 
He  forms  one  tongue,  exotic  and  refined. 
Talkers  I've  learn'd  to  bear;  Motteux  I  knew, 
Henley  himself  I  've  heard,  and  Budgell  too. 
The  Doctor's  wormwood  style,  the  hash  of  tongues 
A  pedant  makes,  the  storm  of  Qonson's  lungs. 
The  whole  artillery  of  the  terms  of  war, 
And  (all  those  plagues  in  one)  the  bawling  bar ; 
These  I  could  bear ;  but  not  a  rogue  so  civil, 
Whose  tongue  will  compliment  you  roB  all  evil  ; 
With  royal  favourites  in  flattery  vie, 
And  Oldmixon  and  Burnet  both  outlie. 
^  He  spies  me  out ;  I  whisper,  such  a  toad  I  * 
•Vhat  sin  of  mine  could  merit  such  a  rod  ? 
That  all  the  shot  of  dulnesa  now  must  be 
From  this  thy  blunderbues  discharged  on  me ! 
Permit  (he  cries)  no  stranger  to  your  fame 

To  crave  your  sentiment,  if "s  your  name. 

What  speech  esteem  you  most  ?     '  The  king's,"  said  I. 
But  the  best  words  ?—"  0,  sir       j  dictionary." 
You  miss  my  aim  ;  I  mean  the  most  acute, 
And  perfect  spealcer  ?—"  Onslow,  pa-.t  dispute." 
But,  sir,  r    H-riters  ?    "  Swift  for  closer  style, 
Buf  '!  udly  lor  a  period  of  a  mile." 
v\    .,  yes,  'tis  granted,  these  indeed  may  pass : 
Good  common  linguists,  and  so  Panurge  was ; 
Nav,  troth  the  apostles  (though  perhaps  t(  o  rou"'h) 
Hud  once  a  pretty  gift   /tongues  enough  :  ° 

Idi  these  were  all  poor  gentlemen  !  I  dare 

mf™'  '*^"^  **"*^®^  ™'*^®  *^^™  "'"'^^^  tt»ey  were. 

Thus  other  talents  having  nicely  shown. 
He  came  by  sure  transition  to  his  own : 
Till  I  cried  out.  You  prove  von i  self  go  Jihle, 
Pity !  you  was  not  dragoman  at  Babel ; 
For  had  they  found  a  linguist  haK    .  good, 
^a^e  no  question  but  the  ♦ower  iiad  stood. 

Obliging  sir  I  for  cour  ..    :)u  sure  were  mudo,. 

r.  uy  tiicii  lor  ever  buried  in  the  shade? 
Spirits  like  you  should  see  and  should  be  seen, 
Ihe  king  would  smile  on  you-at  leac*  the  queen." 
n  *  m^.^°  V  "^'  y°"  '''^urtiers  so  cajole  ug— 
Jiut  Tully  has  it,  Nun<inam  minus  solus: 
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And  as  for  courts,  foigive  me  if  I  say 

No  lessons  now  are  taught  the  Spartan  way : 

Though  in  his  pictures  lust  be  full  display'd, 

Few  are  the  converts  Aretine  has  made  : 

And  though  the  court  shew  vice  exceeding  clear, 

None  should,  by  my  advice,  learn  virtue  there," 

At  this  entranced,  he  lifts  his  hands  and  eyes, 
Squeaks  like  a  high-stretch'd  lutestring,  and  replies : 
"  Oh,  'tis  the  sweetest  of  all  earthly  things 
To  gaze  on  princes,  and  to  talk  of  kings ! " 
Then,  happy  man  who  shews  the  tombs  1  said  I^ 
He  dwells  amidst  the  royal  family ; 
He  every  day  from  king  to  king  can  walk,, 
Of  all  our  Harries,  all  our  Edwards  talk. 
And  get  by  speaking  truth  of  monarchs  dead 
What  few  can  of  the  living,  ease  and  bread. 
"  Tush,  sir,  a  mere  mechanic !  strangely  low. 
And  coarse  of  phrase,— your  English  all  are  so. 
How  elegant  your  Frenchmen? "    Mine,  d'ye  mean  ? 
I  have  but  one,  I  hope  the  fellow 's  clean. 
"  Oh !  sir,  politely  so  I  nay,  let  me  die. 
Your  only  wearing  is  your  paduasoy." 
Not,  sir,  my  only,  I  have  better  still. 
And  this  you  see  is  but  my  dishabille.— > 
Wild  to  get  loose,  his  patience  I  provoke, 
Mistake,  confound,  object  at  all  he  spoke  : 
But  as  coarse  iron,  sharpen'd,  mangles  more. 
And  itch  most  hurts  when  anger'd  to  a  sore; 
So  when  you  plague  a  fool,  'tis  still  the  curse. 
You  only  make  the  matter  worse  and  worse. 

He  pass'd  it  o'er;  affects  an  easy  smile 
At  all  my  peevishness,  and  turns  his  style. 
He  asks,  "  What  news  ? "  I  tell  him  of  new  plays, 
New  AOTOBS,  harlequins,  and  operas. 
He  hears,  and  as  a  still  with  simples  in  it, . 
Between  each  drop  it  gives,  stays  half  a  minute, 
Loath  to  enrich  me  with  too  quick  replies, 
By  little,  and  by  little,  drops  his  lies. 
Mere  household  trash  I  of  birthnights,  balls,  and  shows, 
More  than  ten  Hollinsbeds,  or  Halls,  or  Stowes. 
When  the  queen  frown'd,  or  smiled,  he  knows;  and  what 
A  subtle  minister  may  make  of  that  i 
Who  sins  with  whom :  who  got  his  penu(m.  rug. 
Or  quicken'd  a  reversion  by  a  drug : 
Whu,  liuving  IuhL  liia  uredit,  pivwu'd  his  vvui. 
Is  therefore  fit  to  have  a  government : 
Who  in  the  secret,  deals  in  stocks  secure. 
And  cheats  the  unknowing  widow  and  the  poor:  * 
Who  makes  the  trust  of  charity  a  job. 
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And  gets  an  act  of  Parliament  to  rob : 
Why  turnpikes  rige,  and  now  no  cit  nor  clown 
Can  gratis  dee  the  country,  or  the  town : 
Shortly  no  lad  shall  chuck,  or  lady  vole. 
But  some  excising  courtier  will  have  toll. 

As  one  of  Woodward's  patients,  sick,  and  sore, 
I  puke,  I  nauseate,— yet  he  thrusts  in  more  : 
Trims  Europe's  balance,  tops  the  statesman's  part, 
And  talks  Gazettes  and  Post-boys  o'er  by  heait. 
Like  a  big  wife  at  sight  of  loathsome  meat 
Ready  to  cast,  I  yawn,  I  sigh,  and  sweat. 
Then  as  a  licensed  spy,  whom  nothing  can 
Silence  or  hurt,  he  libels  the  great  man ; 
Swears  every  place  entail'd  for  years  to  come, 
In  sure  succession  to  the  day  of  doom  : 
He  names  the  price  for  every  office  paid. 
And  says  our  wars  thrive  ill,  because  dela/d : 
Nay,  hints,  'tis  by  connivance  of  the  court. 
That  Spain  robs  on,  and  Dunkirk 's  still  a  port. 
Not  more  amazement  seized  on  Circe's  guests, 
To  see  themselves  fall  endlong  into  beasts. 
Than  mine,  to  find  a  subject  staid  and  wise 
Already  half  turn'd  traitor  by  surprise.  .. 

I  felt  the  infection  slide  from  him  to  me, 
As  in  the  pox,  some  give  it  to  get  free ; 
And  quick  to  swallow  me,  methought  I  saw 
One  of  our  giant  statues  ope  its  jaw. 

In  that  nice  moment,  as  another  lie 
Stood  just  a-tilt,  the  minister  came  by. 
To  him  he  flies,  and  bows,  and  bows  again, 
1  hen,  close  as  Umbra,  joins  the  dirty  train. 
JSot  Fannius'  self  more  impudently  near. 
When  half  his  nose  is  in  his  Prince's  ear. 
I  quaked  at  heart ;  and  still  afraid,  to  see 
AH  the  court  fill'd  with  stranger  things  than  he, 
llan  out  as  fast  as  one,  that  pays  his  bail 
And  dreads  more  actions,  hurries  from,  a  gaol. 

Bear  me,  some  god !  oh,  quickly  bear  me  hence 
Jo  wholesome  solitude,  the  nurse  of  sense : 
Where  Contemplation  prunes  her  ruffled  wines. 
And  the  free  soul  looks  down  to  pity  kings  ! 
There  sober  thought  pursued  the  amusing  theme. 
Till  fancy  colour'd  it,  and  form'd  a  dream. 
A  vision  hermits  can  to  hell  frnnannrt 
And  forced  even  me  to  see  the  damn'd  at  court. 
Not  Dante,  dreaming  all  the  infernal  state. 
Beheld  such  scenes  of  envy,  sin,  and  hate. 
i5)we  fear  becomes  the  guilty,  not  the  free; 
buita  t}'rant8,  plundorera,  but  suits  not  ma : 
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Shall  I,  the  terror  of  this  sinful  town, 
Care,  if  a  liveried  lord  or  smile  or  f»own  f 
Who  cannot  flatter,  and  detest  who  can, 
Tremble  before  a  noble  serving-man  ? 
O  my  fair  mistress,  Truth  !  shall  I  quit  thee 
For  huffing,  braggart,  puffd  nobility? 
Thou,  who  since  yesteixlay  hast  roll'd  o'er  all 
The  busy,  idle  blockheads  of  the  ball, 
Hast  thou,  O  Sun  !  beheld  an  emptier  sort, 
Than  such  as  swell  this  bladder  of  a  court  ? 
Now  pox  on  those  who  shew  a  court  in  tcajc  f  * 
It  ought  to  bring  all  courtiers  on  their  backs : 
Such  painted  puppets .'  such  a  vami&h'd  race 
Of  hollow  gew-gaws,  only  dress  and  face ! 
Such  waxen  noses,  stately  staring  things- 
No  wonder  some  folks  Iww,  and  think  them  kings 

See !  where  the  British  youth,  engaged  no  more 
At  Fig's, tat  White's,^:  with  felons,  or  a  splork, 
Pay  their  last  duty  to  the  court,  and  oome 
All  fresh  and  fragrant  to  the  drawing-room  ; 
In  hues  as  gay.  and  odours  as  di>ine, 
As  the  fair  fields  they  sold  to  look  so  fine. 
*•  That's  velvet  for  aking !  "  the  flatterer  swears ; 
•Tis  true,  for  ten  days  hence  'twiil  be  King  Lear's. 
Our  court  may  justly  to  our  stage  give  rules. 
That  helps  it  both  to  fool's-coats  and  to  fools. 
And  why  not  players  strut  in  courtiers'  clothes  f 
For  these  are  actors  too,  as  well  as  those : 
Wants  reach  all  states ;  they  beg  but  better  dreet, 
And  all  is  splendid  poverty  at  best. 

Painted  for  sight,  and  essenced  for  the  smell, 
Dke  frigates  fraught  with  spice  and  cochiue'i. 
Sail  in  the  ladies  T  how  each  pirate  eyea 
So  wtsak  a  vessel,  and  so  rich  a  prize  ! 
Top  gallant  he,  and  she  in  all  her  trim. 
He  boarding  her,  she  striking  sail  to  him : 
*'  Dear  countess !  von  have  charms  all  hearts  to  hit !  * 
And  "Sweet  Sir  ^opling  i  yon  have  so  much  wit ! " 
Such  wit*  and  beauties  are  not  p.aised  for  nought^ 
For  both  the  beauty  and  the  wit  are  bought 
*Tw»aid  burst,  even  Heraciitus  with  the  spleen. 
To  see  thoee  antics,  FopUng  and  Coortin  : 
The  presence  eeemsi,  with  thinp  bo  richly  odd. 
The  mosqne  of  Mahound,  or  eome  queer  pagod. 

Of  all  beau  kin^  the  best~ptx>portioned  fods  I 

Adjaat  ihtir  dathes,  and  to  oonfe^on  draw 

•  A  fatftww  ».>>t'ir  of  the  c»iirt  of  'Pwae*  ia  wax-wwk. 
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Those  venial  sins,  an  atom,  or  a  straw ; 

But  oh  1  what  terrors  must  distract  the  soul 

Convicted  of  that  mortal  crime,  a  hole ; 

Or  should  one  pound  of  powder  less  bespread 

Those  monkey-tails  that  wag  behind  their  head. 

Thus  finish'd,  and  corrected  to  a  hair, 

They  march,  to  prate  their  hour  before  the  fair. 

So  first  to  preach  a  white-gloved  chaplain  goes. 

With  band  of  lily,  and  with  cheek  of  rose. 

Sweeter  than  Sharon,  in  immaculate  trim, 

Neatness  itself  impertinent  in  him. 

Let  but  the  ladies  smile,  and  they  are  blest : 

Prodigious  I  how  the  things  protest,  protest : 

Peace,  fools,  or  Gonson  will  as  papists  watch  you, 

If  once  he  can  at  such  devotions  catch  you. 

Nature  made  every  fop  to  plague  his  brother, 
Just  as  one  beauty  mortifies  another. 
But  here's  the  captain  that  will  plague  them  both, 
Whose  air  cries  Arm  1  whose  very  look 's  an  oath : 
The  captain's  honest,  sirs,  and  that 's  enough, 
Though  his  soul 's  bullet,  and  his  body  bufT. 
He  spits  fore-right ;  his  haughty  chcct  before. 
Like  batt'ring  rams,  beats  open  every  door : 
And  with  a  face  as  red,  and  as  awry, 
As  Herod's  hangdogs  in  old  tapestry. 
Scarecrow  to  boys,  the  modest  woman's  curse. 
Has  yet  a  strange  ambition  to  look  worse; 
Confounds  the  civil,  keeps  the  rude  in  awe. 
Jests  like  a  licensed  fool,  commands  like  latf. 

Frighted,  I  quit  the  room,  but  leave  it  so 
As  men  from  gaols  to  execution  go ; 
For,  hung  with  deadly  sins,*  I  see  the  wall. 
And  lined  with  giants  deadlier  than  them  all : 
Each  man  an  Ascapart,^  of  strength  to  toss 
For  quoits,  both  Temple  Bar  and  Charing  Cross. 
Scared  at  the  grizly  forms,  I  sweat,  I  fly, 
And  shake  all  o'er,  like  a  discover'd  spy. 

Courts  are  too  much  for  wits  so  weak  as  mine  : 
Charge  them  with  Heaven's  artillery,  bold  divine ! 
From  such  alone  the  great  rebukes  endure. 
Whose  satire 's  sacred,  and  whose  rage  secure : 
'Tis  mine  to  wash  a  few  light  stains,  but  theira 
To  deluge  sin,  and  drown  a  court  in  tears. 
Howe'er  what 's  now  Apocrypha,  my  wit. 
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•  The  room  hung  with  old  tapestry,  repreeentlDg  the  seven  deadly  sina 
\  A  giant  la  romances.  ^ 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SATIRES. 

IN  TWO  DIALOGUES. 


WRITTEN  IN  1793. 


Dialogue  i. 

Pr.  Not  twice  a  twelvemonth  you  appear  in  print. 
And  when  it  comes,  the  court  see  nothing  in't. 
You  grow  correct  that  once  with  rapture  writ. 
And  are,  besides,  too  moral  for  a  wit. 
Decay  of  parts,  alas  I  we  all  must  feel — 
Why  now,  this  moment,  don't  I  see  you  steal  ? 
'Tis  all  from  Horace ;  Horace  long  before  ye 
Said,  " Tories  calld  him  Whig,  and  Whigs  a  Tory j " 
And  taught  his  Romans,  in  much  better  metre, 
*'  To  laugh  at  iooU  who  put  their  trust  in  Peter." 

But  Horace,  sir,  was  delicate,  was  nice; 
Bubo  observes,  he  laah'd  no  sort  of  vice  : 
Horace  would  say,  Sir  Billy  served  the  Crovm, 
Blunt  could  do  business,  H— ggins*  knew  the  town; 
In  Sappho  t  uch  the  failings  of  the  sex, 
In  L'everend  bishops  note  some  small  neglects, 
And  own  the  Spaniard  did  a  waggish  tiling, 
Who  crept  our  ear8,t  and  sent  them  to  the  king. 
His  sly,  polite,  insinuating  style 
Could  please  at  court,  and  make  Augostds  smile :     . 
An  artful  manager,  that  crept  between 
His  friend  and  shame,  and  was  a  kind  of  screen. 
But  'faith  your  very  friends  will  soon  be  sore ; 
Patriots  there  are,  who  wish  you  'd  jest  no  more— 
And  where  'b  the  trlory?  'twili  be  only  thGuirht 

•  ^'>™«'?y  Jailer  of  the  Fleet  prison,  enriched  hlmoelf  by  many  •xacUons, 
for  whlcli  he  was  tried  and  expelled.  '  j 

f  &»id  to  be  executed  by  the  captain  of  a  Spanish  sbip  on  one  Jenkins,  a 
ctiptHin  of  an  English  one.  Ho  cut  oflf  hia  eaiu,  and  biU  him  cany  tliem  lo 
the  king  his  mtuster.  ' 
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The  great  man  never  offered  you  a  groat. 

Go  Bee  Sib  Eobbbt 

P.  See  Sib  Robert  f— hum } 
And  never  laugh— for  fell  my  life  to  come  ? 
Seen  him  I  have,  but  in  his  happier  hour 
Of  social  pleasure,  ill  exchanged  for  power ; 
Seen  him,  uncumber'd  with  the  venal  tribe, 
Smile  without  art,  and  win  without  a  bribe. 
Would  he  oblige  me  ?  let  me  only  find, 
He  does  not  think  me  what  he  thinks  mankind. 
Come,  come,  at  all  I  laugh  he  lauglis,  no  doubt; 
The  only  difference  is,  I  dare  laugh  <but. 

F.  Why,  yes ;  with  Scripture  still  you  may  be  free, 
A  horse-laugh,  if  you  please,  at  Honesty; 
A  joke  on  Jekyl,*  or  some  odd  Old  Whig 
Who  never  changed  his  principle,  or  wig : 
A  patriot  is  a  fool  in  every  age, 
Whom  all  Lord  Chamberlains  allow  the  stage  : 
These  nothing  hurts ;  they  keep  their  fashion  still. 
And  wear  their  strange  old  virtue,  as  they  will. 

If  any  ask  you,  "  Who 's  the  man  so  near 
His  prince,  that  writes  in  verse,  and  has  his  ear?" 
Wiiy,  answer  LrrrELTON,  f  and  I  '11  engage 
The  worthy  youth  shall  ne'er  be  in  a  rage  : 
But  were  his  verses  vile,  his  whisper  base. 
You  'd  quickly  find  him  in  Lord  Fanny's  case 
Sejanus,  Wolsey,  t  hurt  not  honest  Flsubt,  § 
But  well  may  put  some  statesmen  iu  a  fury. 

Laugh  then  at  any  but  at  fools  or  foes; 
These  you  but  anger,  and  you  mend  not  those. 
Laugh  at  yoi-r  friends,  and,  if  your  friends  are  sore, 
So  much  the  better,  you  may  laugh  the  more. 
To  vice  and  folly  to  confine  the  jest, 
Se^  half  the  world,  all  know,  against  the  rostj 
Did  not  the  sneor  of  more  impartial  men 
At  sense  and  virtue  balance  all  again. 
Judicious  wits  spread  wide  the  ridicule 
And  charitably  comfort  knave  and  fool'. 

Dear  sir,  forgive  the  prejudice  of  youth : 
Adieu  distin'^tion,  satire,  warmth,  and  truth  I 
Come,  haimleaa  characters  that  no  one  hit; 

aL'?■caSuml^^p*S^tT.  ''  *'''"''''  ''*™'  """'^  *"  l^i-Prlnciplea.  and 
,-iu9>'?^K;«.^y."«l^°j:  Sfcretaiy  to  tho  Prinao  of  Wales.  diat!>,0t!!«h«d  >«th 
'"♦'rnu  '•""'"'O''  "^'^  oi/vociiuo  ill  liio  Muirit  ot  liberty. 
»i.i      ""^l-  *^«^icked  minister  of  Tiberius  ;  the  other,  of  Henrv  VIII    Th« 

uL?'i;';;iVa.  wi2SS"^\tt«^^^^    '"  "'"•  *  patriot-fushion,  at  that 
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Come  Henley's  oratory,  Osborn's  wit  f 

The  honey  dropping  from  Pavonio's  tongue, 

The  flowers  of  Bubo,  and  the  flow  of  Young  I 

The  gracious  dew  of  pulpit  eloquence, 

And  all  the  well-whipt  cream  of  courtly  sense, 


That  first  was  H -vy's,  F- 

The  S— te's,  and  then  H 


's  next,  and  then 
■vy's  once  again. 


Oh  come,  that  easy,  Ciceronian  style. 

So  Latin,  yet  so  English  all  the  while. 

As,  though  the  pride  of  Middleton  and  Bland, 

All  boys  may  read,  and  girls  may  understand  ! 

Then  might  I  sing,  without  the  least  offence, 

And  all  I  sung  should  be  the  nation's  sense; 

Or  teach  the  melancholy  muse  to  mourn, 

Hang  the  sad  verse  on  Carolina's  •  urn. 

And  hail  her  passage  to  the  realms  of  rest, 

All  parts  perform'd,  and  all  her  children  bleat  I 

So — Satire  is  no  more — I  feel  it  die — 

No  Oazetieer  more  innocent  than  I— 

And  let,  for  mercy's  sake,  each  fool  and  knave 

Be  graced  through  life,  and  flatter'd  in  his  grave. 

F.  Why  so  ?  if  Satire  knows  its  time  and  place. 
You  still  may  lash  the  greatest — in  disgrace : 
For  merit  will  by  turns  forsake  them  all  ; 
Would  you  know  when  ?  exactly  when  they  fall. 
But  let  all  satire  in  all  changes  spare 

Immortal  S k,  and  grave  D re.f 

Silent  and  soft,  as  saints  remove  to  heaven. 

All  ties  dissolved,  and  every  sin  forgiven. 

These  may  some  gentle  ministerial  wing 

Eeceive,  and  place  for  ever  near  a  king  I 

There,  where  no  passion,  pride,  or  shame  transport, 

T       '  with  the  sweet  Nepenthe  of  a  court ; 

'.       e,  where  no  father's,  brother's,  friend's  disgrace 

Ouoe  break  their  rest,  or  stir  them  from  their  place ; 

But  past  the  sense  of  human  miseries. 

All  tears  are  wiped  for  ever  from  all  eyes; 

No  cheek  is  known  to  blush,  no  heart  to  throb. 

Save  when  they  lose  a  question  or  a  job. 

F.  Good  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  blast  their  glory. 
Who  know  how  like  Whig  ministers  to  Tory, 
And  when  three  sovereigns  died,  could  scarce  be  vext. 
Considering  what  a  gracious  prince  was  next. 
Have  I,  in  silent  wonder,  seen  such  things 

•  Queen-oonsort  to  King  Qoorge  II.    She  died  In  1787. 

t  A  title  jj^ivoQ  to  that  lord  by  King  JamoR  II.  He  was  of  the  Bedchamber 
to  King  William ;  he  was  so  to  King  George  I. ;  and  to  King  George  II.  This 
lord  was  very  skilful  in  all  the  lorma  of  the  House,  which  ho  disoharged 
with  great  gravity. 
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As  Dride  in  slaves,  and  avarice  in  kingsj 

And  at  a  peer,  or  peeresa,  shall  I  fret. 

Who  starves  a  sister,  or  forswears  a  debt? 

Virtue,  I  grant  you,  is  an  empty  boast; 

But  shall  the  di  jnity  of  Fice  be  lost? 

Ye  gods !  shall  Gibber's  son,  without  rebuke, 

Swear  like  a  lord,  or  Rich  out-drink  a  duke  ? 

A  Favourite's  porter  with  his  master  vie, 

Be  bribed  as  often,  and  as  often  lie  ? 

Shall  Ward  draw  contracts  with  a  statesman's  skill  ? 

Or  Japhet  pocket,  like  his  Grace,  a  will  ? 

Is  it  for  Bond  or  Peter  (paltry  things) 

To  pay  their  debts,  or  keep  their  faith,  like  kings  ? 

If  Blount  *  despatch'd  himself,  he  play'd  the  man, 

And  so  may'st  thou,  illustrious  Passeran  I 

But  shall  a  printer,  t  weary  of  his  life. 

Leer  I  from  their  books  to  hang  himself  and  wife  ? 

This,  this,  my  friend,  I  cannot,  must  not  bear; 

Vice,  thus  abused,  demands  a  nation's  care : 

This  calls  the  Church  to  deprecate  our  sin. 

And  hurls  the  thunder  of  the  laws  on  gin.  t 

Let  modest  Foster,  if  he  will,  excel 
Ten  metropolitans  in  preaching  well ; 

A  simple  quaker,  or  a  Quaker's  wife. 

Outdo  Llandaff  in  doctrine, — yea,  in  life: 

Let  humble  Allen,  with  an  awkward  shame, 

Uo  good  by  stealth,  and  blush  to  find  it  fame. 

Virtue  may  choose  the  high  or  low  degree, 
'Tis  just  alike  to  Virtue,  and  to  me; 
Dwell  in  a  monk,  or  light  upon  a  king. 
She 's  still  ihe  8t.me,  beloved,  contented  thing. 

Vice  is  undone,  if  she  forgets  her  birth. 
And  stoops  from  angels  to  the  dregs  of  earth  : 
But  'tis  the  fall  that  all  in  her  deplore ; 
Let  Greatness  own  heb,  and  she 's  mean  no  more : 
Her  birth,  her  beauty,  crowds  and  courts  confess, 
Chaste  matrons  praise  her,  and  grave  bishops  bless ; 
In  golden  chains  the  willing  world  she'draws. 
And  hers  the  gospel  is,  and  hers  the  laws ; 
Mounts  the  tribunal,  lifts  her  scarlet  head. 
And  sees  pale  Virtue  carted  in  her  stead. 
•  Author  of  an  impious  foolisli  book  called  "  The  Oraclefl  of  Robhod."  who 
Tieing  in  love  with  a  near  kinswoman,  and  rejected,  gaVe  hiragelf  a  atab  in 
theaim,  aa  pretending  to  kill  himself,  of  the  consequence  of  which  he  reiiUy 

^  A  'S°J  t^**,  l»*PPened  *n  I-ondon  a  few  years  previous.  Tlie  unhappy 
min  left  behind  him  a  paper  Justifying  hia  action  by  the  reaBouings  of  some 
of  these  authors.  *        "v".^ 

t  The  exorbitant  Uf'O  of  this  spirit  had  done  such  great  mischief  to  the 
lowest  rank  of  tha  people,  that  the  sale  of  It  was  restrained  by  an  not  of  Pai- 
liament  in  1786.  •  wi  *  »i 
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Lo  I  at  the  wheels  of  her  triumphal  car, 

Old  England's  genius,  rough  with  many  a  scar, 

Dt^g'd  in  the  dust  I  his  arms  hang  idly  round, 

His  flag  inverted  trails  along  the  ground ! 

Our  youth,  all  liveried  o'er  with  foreign  gold, 

Before  her  dance :  behind  her,  crawl  the  old  I 

See  thronging  millions  to  the  paged  run, 

And  offer  country,  parent,  wife,  or  son  ! 

Hear  her  black  trumpet  through  the  land  proclaim, 

That  Not  to  be  corrupted  is  the  shame. 

In  soldier,  churchman,  patriot,  man  in  power, 

'Tis  avarice  all,  ambition  is  no  more  I 

See  all  our  nobles  begging  to  be  slaves ! 

See  all  our  fools  aspiring  to  be  knaves  I 

The  wit  of  cheats,  the  courage  of  a  bore, 

Are  what  ten  thcjsand  envy  and  adore : 

All,  all  look  up,  with  reverential  awe, 

At  crimes  that  'scape,  or  triumph  o'er  the  law : 

While  truth,  worth,  wisdom,  daily  they  decry — 

"  Nothing  is  sacred  now  but  villany." 

Yet  may  this  verse  (if  such  a  verse  remain) 
Shew  there  was  one  who  held  it  in  dibdain. 


DIALOGUE  II. 

Fr.  'Tis  all  a  libel— Paxton  (Sir)  will  say. 

P.  Not  yet,  my  friend !  to-morrow  'faith  it  may; 
And  for  that  very  cause  I  print  to-day. 
How  should  I  fret  to  mangle  every  line. 
In  reverence  to  the  sins  of  Thirty-nine  ? 

Vice^  with  such  giant  strides  comes  on  amain. 
Invention  strives  to  be  before  in  vain ; 
Feign  what  I  will,  and  paint  it  e'er  so  strong. 
Some  rising  genius  sins  up  to  my  song. 

F.  Yet  none  but  you,  by  name,  the  guilty  lash  ; 
Even  Quthry  *  eaves  half  Newgate  by  a  dash. 
Spare  then  the  person,  and  expose  the  vice. 

P.  How  1  not  CONDEMN  the  sharper,  but  the  dice  ? 
Come  on,  then.  Satire  I  general,  unconfined. 
Spread  thy  broad  wing,  and  souse  on  all  the  kind. 
Ye  statesmen,  priests,  of  one  religion  all  I 
I'e  uadebuieu  viie,  in  army,  court,  or  hall  j 
Ye  reverend  atheists.— F.  Scandal !  name  them.    Who  t 

•■nio  Ordinary  of  Newgate,  who  at  t!iat  time  published  the  inemoira  of  the 
malefactors,  aud  was  prevailed  upon  to  be  so  tender  of  their  reputation  as  to 
8ot  down  no  more  than  the  initials  of  their  name 


•Jon 

his  OWl 
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P.  Why,  that's  the  thing  you  bid  me  not  to  do. 
Who  starved  a  sieter,  who  forswore  a  debt, 
I  never  named ;  the  town 's  inquiring  yet 
The  poisoning  dame— P.  You  mean — P.  I  don't— P.  You  do. 

P.  See,  now  I  keep  the  secret,  and  not  you  I 
The  bribing  statesman — P.  Hold,  too  high  you  go. 

P.  The  bribed  elector— P.  There  you  stoop  too  low. 

P.  I  fain  would  please  you,  if  I  knew  with  what  j 
Tell  me  which  knave  is  lawful  game,  which  not. 
Must  great  offenders,  once  escaped  the  Crown, 
Like  royal  harts,  be  never  more  run  down  i 
Admit  your  law  to  spare  the  knight  requires, 
.  As  beasts  of  nature,  may  we  hunt  the  squires  f 
Suppose  I  censure— you  know  what  I  mean — 
To  save  a  Bishop,  may  I  name  a  Dean  ? 

F.  A  Dean,  Sir  1  No:  his  fortune  is  not  made, 
You  hurt  a  man  that's  rising  in  the  trade. 

P.  If  not  the  (tradesman  who  set  up  to-day, 
Much  less  the  'prentice  who  to-morrow  may. 
Down,  down,  proud  Satire !  though  a  realm  be  spoil'd, 
Arraign  no  mightier  thief  than  wretched  Wild;  * 
Or,  if  a  court  or  country 's  made  a  job, 
Go  drerjh  a  pickpocket,  and  join  the  mob. 

But,  Sir,  I  beg  you,  (for  the  love  of  vice !) 
The  matter 's  weighty,  pray  consider  twice ; 
Have  you  less  pity  for  the  needy  cheat, 
The  poor  and  friendless  villain,  than  the  great? 
Alas  1  the  small  discredit  of  a  bribe 
Scarce  hurts  the  lawyer,  but  undoes  the  scribe. 
Then  better  sure  it  charity  becomes 
To  t£.x  Directors,  who  have  many  plums ; 
Still  better.  Ministers;  or  if  the  thing 
May  pinch  even  there— why,  lay  it  on  a  king. 

P.  Stop  1  stop  ! 

P.  Must  Satire,  then,  not  rise  nor  full  ? 
Speak  out,  and  bid  me  blame  no  rogues  at  all. 

P.  Yes,  strike  that  Wild,  I'll  justify  «ie  blow. 

P.  Strike  I  whj',  the  man  was  hang'd  ten  years  ago  : 
Who  now  that  obsolete  example  fears? 
Even  Peter  trembles  only  for  his  ears. 

P.  What,  always  Peter  ?    Peter  thinks  you  mad, 
You  make  men  desperate  if  they  once  are  bad  : 
Else  might  he  take  to  virtue  some  years  hence — 

P,  Ask  S — k.  if  ho  lives,  will  love  the  PR'^ns. 

P.  Strange  spleen  to  S— k  ! 

P.  Do  I  wrong  the  man  ? 
Alii  know,  I  praise  a  courtier  where  I  can. 

■  Jonathan  Wild,  a  famous  thief  and  infonnor,  who  was  at  laat  cauirht  in 
ujs  own  toUa,  and  hanged. 
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When  I  confess,  there  is  who  feels  for  fame, 
And  melts  to  goodness,  need  I  Scabbobouoh  name  1  * 
Pleased  let  me  own,  in  Eaher's  peaceful  grove.f 
(Where  Kent  and  Nature  vie  for  Pblham's  love,) 
The  scene,  the  master,  opening  to  my  view, 
I  sit  and  dream  I  see  my  Cbagos  anew  I 

Even  in  a  bishop  I  can  spy  desert; 
Seeker  is  decent,  ^undel  has  a  heart : 
Manners  with  candour  are  to  Benson  given, 
To  Berkeley,  every  virtue  under  heaven. 

But  does  the  court  a  worthy  man  remove  ? 
That  instant,  I  declare,  he  has  my  love : 
I  shun  his  zenith,  court  his  mild  decline ; 
Thus  SoMEBS  once,  and  Halifax,  were  mine. 
Oft,  in  the  clear,  still  mirror  of  retreat, 
I  stidied  Shbewsbuby,  the  wise  and  great : 
Cableton'sJ  calm  sense,  and  Stanhope's  noble  flame, 
Compared,  and  knew  their  gen'rous  end  the  same : 
How  pleasing  Atteebuby's  softer  hour  I 
How  shined  the  soul,  unconquer'd  in  the  Tower  I 
How  can  I  Pultenet,  Chesterfield,  forget, 
While  Boman  spirit  charms,  and  Attic  wit  ? 
Abqyll,  the  state's  whole  thunder  born  to  wield, 
And  shake  alike  the  senate  and  the  field  ? 
Or  Wyndham,§  juat  to  freedom  and  the  throne. 
The  master  of  our  papsions,  and  his  own  ? 
Karnes,  which  I  long  have  loved,  nor  loved  in  vain, 
Bank'd  with  their  friends,  not  number'd  with  their  train. 
And  if  yet  higher  the  proud  list  should  end, 
Still  let  me  say !     No  follower  but  a  friend. 

Yet  think  not  friendship  only  prompts  my  lays; 
I  follow  Virtiii :  where  she  shines,  I  praise : 
Point  she  to  Priest  or  Elder,  Whig  or  Tory, 
Or  round  a  Quaker's  beaver  cast  a  glory. 
1  never  (to  my  sorrow  I  declare) 
Dined  with  the  Man  of  Ross,  or  my  Lobd  Mayob. 
Some,  in  their  choice  of  friends  (nay,  look  not  grave) 
Have  still  a  secret  bias  to  a  knave : 
To  find  an  honest  man  I  beat  about, 
And  love  him,  court,  him,  praise  him,  in  or  out. 

F.  Then  why  so  few  commended  ? 

P.  Not  BO  fierce ; 
Find  you  the  virtue,  and  I  '11  find  the  verse. 
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adberence  to  the  royal  interest,  and  whoso  knowu  honour  and  virtue  made 
him  esteemed  by  all  parties. 

f  The  house  and  gardens  of  Esher,  in  Surrey,  belonging  to  tho  H'mourablo 
Mr  Pelham,  brother  of  the  Duke  of  Newcastle. 

I  Hen.  Boyle,  T^ord  Cuneton,  President  of  the  Council  under  Quesn  Anne. 

I  Sir  William  WjTidham,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  under  Queen  Anne. 
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But  random  praise — the  taak  can  ne'er  be  done ; 
Each  mother  asks  it  for  her  booby  son, 
Each  widow  asks  it  for  the  best  of  men. 
For  him  she  weeps,  for  him  she  weds  again. 
Praise  cannot  stoop,  like  Satire,  to  the  ground; 
The  number  may  be  bang'd,  but  not  be  crown'd. 
Enough  for  half  the  greatest  of  these  days, 
To  'scape  my  censure,  not  expect  my  praise. 
Are  they  not  rich  ?  what  more  can  they  pretend  ? 
'   Dare  they  to  hope  a  poet  for  their  friend  ? 

What  Richelieu  wanted,  Louis  scarce  could  gain. 

And  what  young  Ammon  wish'd,  but  wish'd  in  vain. 

No  power  the  muse's  friendship  can  command ; 

No  power  when  virtue  claims  it,  can  withstand : 

To  Cato,  Virgil  paid  one  honest  line : 

Oh  let  my  country's  friends  illumine  mine  I 

— What  are  you  thinking  ?    F.  Faith,  the  thought 's  no  sin, 

I  think  your  friends  are  out,  and  would  be  in. 

P.  If  merely  to  come  in,  sir,  they  go  out, 
The  way  they  take  is  strangely  roundabout, 

F.  They  too  may  be  corrupted,  you'll  allow? 

P.  I  only  call  those  knaves  who  are  so  now. 
Is  that  too  little  ?    Come,  thdi,  I  '11  comply— 
Spirit  of  Abnaix  !  aid  me  while  I  lie. 
Cobham's  a  coward,  Polwabth*  is  a  slave. 
And  Ltttelton  a  dark  designing  knave ; 
St  John  has  ever  been  a  wealthy  fool — • 
But  let  me  add.  Sir  Robkkt  '^  mighty  dull. 
Has  never  made  a  friend  in  private  life, 
And  was,  besides,  a  tyrant  to  his  wife. 

But  pray,  when  others  praise  him,  do  I  blame? 
Call  Yerrcs,  Wolsey,  any  odious  name  ? 
Why  rail  they  then,  if  but  a  wreath  of  mine, 
0  all-accompliah'd  St  John  !  deck  thy  shrine? 

What  I  shall  each  spur  gall'd  hackney  of  the  day. 
When  Paxton  gives  him  double  pots  and  pay, 
Or  each  new-pension'd  sycophant,  pretend 
To  break  my  windows  if  I  treat  a  friend ; 
Then  wisely  plead,  t   me  they  meant  no  hurt. 
But  'twas  my  guest  at  wlxom  they  threw  the  dirt? 
Sure,  if  I  spare  the  Minister,  no  rules 
Of  honour  bind  me,  not  to  maul  his  tools; 
Sure,  if  they  cannot  cut,  it  may  be  said 
His  saws  are  toothless,  and  his  hatchets  lead. 

it  anger'd  'iui-  \'Ne,  once  upon  a  day. 
To  see  a  footman  kick'd  that  took  his  pay : 
But  when  he  heard  the  affront  the  fellow  gave, 

*  The  Hon.  Hugh  Hume,  son  of  Alexander  Earl  of  Irrarchmont,  dlstingnishad 
m  the  caiue  of  ilbiBrty. 
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Knew  one  a  wan  of  honour,  one  a  knave; 
The  prudent  general  turn'd  it  to  a  jest, 
And  begg'd  he  'd  take  the  pains  to  kick  the  rest ; 
Which  not  at  present  having  time  to  do* 

P.  Hold,  sir !  for  tkuth's  sake,  where 'a  the  affront  to  you  I 
Against  your  worship  when  had  Sherlock  writ  ? 
Or  Page  pour'd  forth  the  torrent  of  his  wit? 
Or  grant  the  bard,  whose  distich  all  commend, 
[In  power  a  servant,  out  of  power  a  friend,] 
To  Walpole  guilty  of  some  venial  sin ; 
What 's  that  to  yon,  who  ne'er  was  out  n  r  in  ? 

The  priest  whose  flattery  be-dropp'd  the  Crown, 
How  hurt  he  you  ?  he  only  stain'd  the  go'vn. 
And  how  did,  pray,  the  ilorid  youth  offend, 
Whose  speech  you  Vook,  and  gave  it  to  a  friend  ? 

P.  Faith,  it  impoits  noi  much  from  whom  it  came; 
Whoever  borrow'd  couui  not  be  to  blame. 
Since  the  whole  Hoi    j  did  afterwards  the  same. 
Let  courtly  wita  to  w  its  afford  nupply. 
As  hog  to  hog  in  huts  of  Westphaly ; 
If  one,  through  Nature's  bounty  or  his  lord's,    ' 
Has  what  the  frugal  dirty  soil  affords, 
From  him  the  next  receives  it,  thick  or  thin. 
As  pure  a  moss  almost  as  it  came  in ; 
The  blessed  benefit,  not  there  confined, 
Drops  to  the  third,  who  nuzzles  close  behind ; 
From  tail  to  mouth  they  feed  and  they  carouse : 
The  last  full  fairly  gives  it  to  the  House. 

F.  This  filthy  simile,  this  beastly  line. 

Quite  turns  my  stomach 

P.  So  does  flattery  mine; 
And  all  your  courtly  civet-cats  can  vent. 
Perfume  to  you,  to  me  is  excrement. 
But  hear  me  further — Japhet,  'tis  agreed, 
Writ  not,  and  Chartres  scarce  could  write  or  read ; 
In  all  the  courts  of  Pindus  guiltless  quite ; 
But  pens  can  forge,  my  friend,  that  cannot  write; 
And  must  no  Qgg  in  Japhet's  face  be  thrown, 
Because  the  deed  he  forged  was  not  my  own  ? 
Must  never  patriot,  then,  declaim  at  gin, 
Unless,  good  man  I  he  has  been  fairly  in  ? 
No  zealous  pastor  blame  a  failing  spouse, 
Without  a  staring  reason  on  his  brows? 
And  each  blasphemer  quite  escape  the  rod, 
Because  the  insuiis  not  on  man,  but  God  i 
Ask  you  what  provocation  I  have  had? 
The  strong  antipathy  of  good  to  bad. 
When  truth  or  virtue  and  affront  endures, 
The  affront  is  mine,  my  friend,  and  should  be  yours. 
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Mine,  as  a  foe  profess'd  tr  false  pretence. 
Who  think  a  coxcomb's  honoar  like  his  sense  j 
Mine,  as  a  friend  to  every  worthy  mind ; 
And  mine  as  man,  who  feel  for  all  mankind. 

F.  You're  straBgely  proud. 

P.  So  prond,  I  am  no  ilaYe : 
80  impudent,  I  own  myself  no  knave : 
So  odd,  my  country's  ruin  makes  me  gr%r6. 
Yes,  I  am  proud ;  I  must  be  proud  to  see 
Men,  not  afraid  of  Ood,  afraid  of  me : 
Safe  from  the  bar,  the  pulpit,  and  the  thrord. 
Yet  touch'd  and  shamed  by  ridicule  alone. 

O  saci-ed  weapon !  left  foi'  truth's  defence^ 
Sole  dread  of  folly,  vice,  and  insolence ! 
Toal'V.    u  aven-directed  hands  denied. 
The  Jiu',:  iBvvv  -^ve  thee^  but  the  gods  must  guide : 
Eev  reris.  £  t«u  >  theet  but  with  honest  zeal; 
To  ;  ouis    the  ^  j  ohman  of  the  public  weal. 
To  vii'rsis  rot';  provoke  the  tardy  hall, 
And  gf      tiij  prelate  slumbering  in  his  staU. 
Ye  tinsel  insects  1  whom  a  court  maintains. 
That  counts  your  beautic  only  by  your  stains. 
Spin  all  your  cobwebs  o'er  the  eye  of  day ! 
The  Muse's  wing  shall  brush  you  all  away : 
All  his  grace  preaches,  all  his  lordship  sings. 
All  that  makes  saints  of  queens,  and  gods  of  kings ; 
All,  all  but  truth,  drops  dead-born  from  the  press, 
Like  the  last  gazette,  or  the  last  address. 

When  black  ambition  stains  a  public  cause, 
A  monarch's  sword  when  mad  vainglory  draws, 
Not  Waller's  Avreath  can  hide  the  nation'tj  scar, 
Nor  Boileau  turn  the  feather  to  a  star. 

Not  60,  when  diadem'd  with  rays  divine, 
Touch'd  with  the  flame  that  breaks  from  Virtue's  shrine^ 
Her  priestess  Muse  forbids  the  good  to  die, 
And  opes  the  temple  of  Eternity. 
There,  other  trophies  deck  the  truly  lA'ave, 
Than  such  as  Anstis*  casts  into  the  gmve; 
Par  other  stars  than  -"-  and  ^^•55'  wear, 
And  may  descend  to  Mordington  from  Stair,  f 
(Such  as  on  Hough's  J  unsullied  mitre  shine. 
Or  beam,  good  Digby,  from  a  heart  like  thine ; 
Let  Envy  howl,  while  heaven's  whole  chorus  sings, 
And  bark  at  honour  not  conferr'd  by  kings: 
Lut  IHcUtery  sickening  see  the  incense  rise, 

•  The  chief  herald  at  m-ms.    It  is  the  custom,  at  the  funerals  of  great  m*n, 
to  cjwt  into  the  gra^re  t!io  broken  staves  and  ensigns  of  honour, 
t  John  Dalrymplo,  lad  of  Sttir. 
I  m  John  Houtrh,  Bisliop  of  Worcester,  and  the  Lord  Digby. 


I 

% 


3  B 


386  POFlf  S  POEMS. 

Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  skiet : 
Troth  guards  the  poet,  BancUfies  the  line. 
And  makes  immortal,  verse  as  mean  as  mine. 

Tea,  the  last  pen  for  freedom  let  me  draw. 
When  Truth  stauda  trembling  on  the  edge  of  law; 
Here,  last  of  Britons !  let  your  names  be  read; 
Are  none,  none  living!  let  me  praise  the  dead, 
And  for  that  cause  which  made  your  f^ithen  shine, 
fall  by  the  votes  of  their  degenerate  line, 

F.  Alas  I  alas  I  pray  end  what  you  began, 
And  write  next  winter  more  Euaya  on  Man. 
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nUNSLATED  IN  THB  TBAB  IfDOCUI. 


ARGUMENT. 

ried hU mother  JpoMta,  put  out  his  own  eyes,  and  resltmed hiareAlm 
hu'n,:^^'  *^*?hS^  ft  andjolynlce*  Being  negUotc-d  by  tC.  he  mkS 
hta  prayer  to  the  ftuy  Tisiphono,  to  bow  debate  betwixt  the  brothew 
u'Z^STi  £t  »!i^,  "»n»i°«ly.  «•«>»  *  year  by  turns,  and  the  fl«t  "t 

il^^^.  **  ^^  ^^^^-  .?"^*<»"'  ^  »  <^»*°«"  of  the  god",  declares  his 
resrfution  of  punlshinar  thoTThebans,  and  Argives  alsd.  by  melmVof  a 
maniag*  betwixt  Polyntces  and  one  of  the  daSghten^f  aJi^^S?.  King 

««;£^«%«'jl"'*«?P?''*"\^"i*''  "^  «ff^*^5  a»d  Mercury  Knt  on  S 
mesaRge  to  the  Shades,  to  the  ghost  of  Lalus.  who  is  to  annflur  ♦« 
Bteocles,  and  provoke  him  to  break  the  Pgi^SJ^nt  PolySiK?  the 
^rH^i"?  i^^'^  fromTh«bes  by  night.  Is^ertaken  by  a  storni.  aid 
?SSl!?l*V'^7'*''{«'?^*';?  ^«  »''=<'*»  ^'tl*  Tydens.  who  had  fled  from 
Calydon,  having  killed  his  brother.     AdrastGa  entertains  them    havC 

bSlr  ^d^llorwhlTl  ^^°^^  tljat  hi,  daughters  should  be  mM  to  S 
^n,!J^^- iM-*.  f  *fu  ^^  understands  to  be  meant  of  the«o  stranpers.  by 
whom  the  hides  of  those  beasts  were  worn,  and  who  arrived  at  tiie  timo 
r^wJl?  'i^P*  an  annual  fcst  in  honour  of  thnt  god.    The  rise  of  thta 

Iba  translator  hopes  he  need  not  apologise  for  his  choice  of  this  nlecn  wKJni, 
wasmadajamost  in  liis  childhood.''  But  ftadinHbe  veXffier  thsn 
he  expected,  he  gave  it  >om«  correction  a  few  yeaw  afterwards 

Pbatbrkal  nge.  the  guilty  Thebea'  ATamm 

xne  alternate  reign  destroy'd  by  Impious  annt  > 

Demand  our  8ong ;  a  gacred  fury  fires 

My  luvish'd  breast,  and  all  the  muse  inspire*. 

O  goddess,  say,  shall  I  deduce  my  rhy-mea 

*'rom  the  aire  nation  in  its  early  tinies, 
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Europa's  rape,  Agehor's  stern  decree, 

And  Cadmus  searching  round  the  spaoioiu  seat 

How  with  the  serpent's  teeth  he  sow'd  the  soil. 

And  reap'd  an  iron  harvest  of  his  toil  f 

Or  how  from  joining  stones  the  city  sprung. 

While  to  his  harp  divine  Amphion  sung! 

Or  shall  I  Juno's  hate  to  Thebes  resound. 

Whose  fatal  rage  the  unhappy  monarch  found? 

The  sire  against  the  son  his  arrows  drew, 

O'er  the  wide  fields  the  furious  mother  flew. 

And  while  her  arms  a  second  hope  contain. 

Sprung  from  the  rocks  and  plunged  into  the  main. 

But  waive  whate'er  to  Cadmus  may  belong;, 
And  fis,  0  Muse  I  the  barrier  of  thy  song 
At  (Edipus — from  his  disasters  trace 
The  long  confusions  of  his  guilty  race : 
Nor  yet  attempt  to  stretch  thy  bolder  wing, 
And  mighty  Caesar's  conquering  eagles  sing ; 
How  twice  he  tamed  proud  Ister's  rapid  flood, 
While  Dacian  mountains  stream'd  with  barbarous  blood; 
Tviee  taught  the  Bhine  beneath  his  laws  to  roll, 
And  stretch'd  his  empire  to  the  frozen  pole. 
Or  long  l)efore,  with  early  valour  strove, 
In  youthful  arms  to  assert  the  cause  of  Jove. 
And  thou,  great  heir  of  all  thy  father^s  fame. 
Increase  of  glory  to  the  Latian  name, 
Oh  1  bless  thy  Bome  with  an  eternal  reign, 
I4or  let  desiring  worlds  entreat,  in  vain. 
What  though  the  stars  contract  their  heavenly  space. 
And  crowd  their  shining  ranks  to  yield  thee  place; 
Though  all  the  skies,  ambitious  of  thy  sway, 
Conspire  to  court  thee  from  our  world  awayi 
Though  Phoebus  long  to  mix  his  rays  with  tbino. 
And  in  thy  glories  more  serenely  shine ; 
Though  Jove  himself  no  less  content  would  be 
To  part  his  throne  and  share  his  heaven  with  thee ; 
Yet  stay,  great  Ctcsar  I  and  vouchsafe  to  reign 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  ^    tery  main; 
Bcsign  to  Jove  his  empire  of  the    .aes. 
And  people  heaven  with  Boman  deities. 

Tiie  time  will  come,  when  a  diviner  flame 
Shall  warm  my  breast  to  sing  of  Csesar's  fame : 
Meanwhile  permit,  that  my  preluding  muse 
In  Theban  wars  an  humbler  theme  may  chuse : 
Of  furious  hate  surviving  death,  she  sings, 
A  fatal  throne  to  two  conteiuHhg  kings. 
And  funeral  flames,  that,  parting  wide  in  air, 
Express  the  discords  of  the  souls  they  bear : 
Of  towns  dispeopled,  and  the  wandering  ghosf4 
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Of  kinm  unburied  in  the  mated  coagts  ; 
When  Dirce'a  fountain  bluah'd  with  Grecian  Wood, 
And  Thetis,  near  Ismenoa'  swelling  flood. 
With  dread  beheld  the  rolling  surges  sweep- 
In  heaps,  hia  alau^ter'd  sons  into  the  deep. 

What,  flero,  CUo  I  wilt  thou  first  relate 
The  rage  of  Tvdeus,  or  the  Prophet's  fatef 
Or  how,  with  hilla  of  slain  on  every  aide. 
Hippomedon  repell'd  the  hostile  tide  f 
Or  how  the  vouth  with  every  grace  adom'd. 
Untimely  fell,  to  be  for  ever  mourn'd? 
Then  to  fierce  Capaneus  thy  verse  extend. 
And  aing  with  horror  hia  prodigious  end. 

Now  wretch'd  (Edipua,  deprived  of  sight. 
Led  a  long  death  in  everlasting  night; 
But  while  he  dwells  where  not  a  cheerful  ray 
Can  pierce  the  darkness,  and  abhors  the  day  s 
The  clear  reflecting  mind  presents  his  ain 
In  frightful  views,  and  makea  it  day  within; 
Keturning  thoughts  in  endless  circiea  roll. 
And  thousand  furiea  haunt  hia  guilty  aoul. 
The  wretch  then  lifted  to  the  unpitying  skies 
Those  empty  orbs  from  whence  he  tore  his  eyes. 
Whose  wounds,  yet  fresh,  with  bloody  hands  he  atrook, 
»  hile  from  his  breast  these  dreadful  accents  broke : 

Ye  gods  I  that  o'er  the  gloomy  regions  reign. 
Whsre  guilty  apirits  feel  eternal  pain; 
Thou,  sable  Styx !  whose  livid  streams  are  roll'd 
Through  dreary  coasts,  which  I  though  blind  behold  : 
Tisiphone,  that  oft  hast  heard  my  prayer, 
Aaaiat,  il  OEdipus  deserve  thy  care ! 
If  you  received  me  from  Jocasta's  womb. 
And  nurjed  the  hope  of  miechiefa  yet  to  oom«i 
If,  leaving  Polybus,  I  took  my  way, 
Trt  Cyrrba's  trample  on  that  fatal  day, 
When  by  the  aon  the  trembling  father  died. 
Where  the  three  roads  the  Phocian  fields  divide: 
If  I  the  Sphvnx  s  riddles  durst  explain, 
Taught  by  thyself  to  win  the  promised  reign: 
If  wretched  I.  by  baleful  furiea  kamb. 
With  moiiatroua  crimes  have  ataia'd  my  mother'a  kamb. 
For  hell  imd  thee  begot  an  impioaa  brood,  ' 

ml?i'''!  ,.*^"  ll!l^  *.''08o  horrid  boknbs  renew'd : 
iirc.",  5c:j  wnaouiu  u  io  ttiiadea  of  endicsa  niirht. 

Oh  hear  t  and  aid  the  vnrjgeance  I  require, 
If  worthy  thee,  and  what  thou  mfght«t  inspire 
a^  mJ"'  l^il'^^^y^'  "nl'appy  aire  despite,    ^ 
BpoUd  ol  ha  kingdom,  and  deprivod  of  eyes- 
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Ouideleas  I  wander,  unregarded  mourn, 

While  these  exalt  their  sceptres  o'er  my  urn ; 

These  sons,  ye  gO(  8 1  who  with  flagitious  pride 

Insult  my  darkness,  and  my  groans  deride. 

Art  thou  a  father,  unregarding  Jove  I 

And  sleeps  thy  thunder  in  the  realms  above? 

Thou  fury,  then,  some  lasting  curse  entail, 

Which  o'er  their  children's  children  shall  prevail : 

Place  on  their  heads  tliat  crown  distain'd  with  gore. 

Which  these  dire  hands  from  my  slain  father  tore ; 

Go  I  and  a  parent's  heavy  curses  bear; 

Break  all  the  bonds  of  nature,  and  preparo 

Their  kindred  souls  to  mutual  hate  and  war. 

Give  them  to  dare,  what  I  might  wish  to  see, 

Blind  as  I  am,  some  glorious  villany  ! 

Soon  shalt  thou  find,  if  thou  but  arm  their  hands, 

Their  ready  guilt  preventing  thy  commands : 

Couldst  thou  some  o:reat,  proportion'd  mischief  frame. 

They  'd  prove  the  iuther  from  whose  loins  they  came. 

The  fury  heard,  while  on  Cocytus'  brink, 
Her  snakes  untied,  sulphureous  waters  drink ; 
But  at  the  summons  roll'd  her  eyes  around. 
And  snatch'd  the  starting  serpents  from  the  ground. 
Not  half  so  swiftly  shoots  along  the  air 
The  gliding  lightning,  or  descending  star. 
Through  crowds  of  airy  shades  she  wing'd  her  flight, 
And  dark  dominions  of  the  silent  night ; 
Swift  as  she  pass'd,  the  flitting  ghosts  withdrew. 
And  tho  pale  "pectres  trembled  at  her  view : 
To  the  iron  gates  of  Teenarus  she  flics. 
There  spreads  her  dusky  pinions  to  the  skies. 
The  day  beheld,  and  sickening  at  the  sight, 
Yeil'd  her  fair  glories  in  the  shades  of  night. 
Afii'ighted  Atlas,  on  the  distant  shore. 
Trembled,  and  shook  the  heavens  ana  gods  he  bore. 
Now  from  beneath  Malea's  airy  height 
Aloft  she  sprung,  and  stecr'd  to  Thebes  her  flight; 
With  eager  speod  the  well-known  jour  aey  took, 
Nor  hers  regrets  the  hell  she  late  forsook. 
A  hundred  snakes  her  gloomy  visage  shade, 
A  hundred  serpents  guard  her  horrid  bead, 
In  her  sunk  eyeballs  dreadful  meteors  glow : 
Such  rays  from  Phoebe's  bloody  circle  flow. 

When.  Lahourin?  with  airang  aharmc  aha  ahaata  from  high 

A  fier^  gleAm,  and  reddens  all  the  iky. 

Blood  stain'd  her  cheeks,  and  from  her  mouth  there  came 

Blue  steaming  poisons,  and  a  length  of  flame; 

From  every  blast  of  her  contagious  breath 

Famine  and  drought  proceed,  ftnd  plaguM  and  death. 
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A  robe  obacene  was  o'er  her  shoalders  thrown, 

A  dress  by  fates  and  furies  worn  alone. 

She  tosa'd  her  meagre  arms;  her  better  hand 

In  waring  circles  whirl'd  a  funeral  brand : 

A  serpent  from  her  left  was  seen  to  rear  » 

His  flaming  crest,  and  lash  the  yielding  air. 

But  when  the  fury  took  her  s^nd  on  high. 
Where  vast  Githseron's  top  salutes  the  sky, 
A  hiss  from  all  the  snaky  tire  went  round : 
The  dreadful  signal  all  the  rocks  rebound, 
And  through  the  Achaian  cities  send  the  sound. 
(Eta,  with  high  Parnassus,  heard  the  voice ; 
iEurotas'  banks  remurmur'd  to  the  noise; 
Again  Leucothoe  shook  at  these  a1armB> 
And  press'd  Paleemon  closer  in  her  arms. 
Headlong  from  thence  the  glowing  fury  springs, 
And  o'er  the  Theban  palace  spreads  her  wings. 
Once  more  invades  the  guilty  dome,  and  shrouds 
Its  bright  pavilions  in  a  veil  of  clouds. 
Straight  witK  the  rage  of  all  their  race  possess'd, 
Stung  to  the  soul,  the  brothers  start  from  rest, 
*  nd  all  their  furies  wake  within  their  breast. 
Their  tortured  minds  repining  envy  tears. 
And  hate,  engender'd  by  suspicious  fears ; 
And  sacred  thirst  of  sway,  and  all  the  ties 
Of  nature  broke,  and  royal  perjuries : 
And  impotent  desire  to  reign  alone. 
That  scorns  the  dull  reversion  of  a  throne : 
Each  would  the  sweets  of  sovereign  rul'  devour, 
"While  discord  waits  upon  divided  power. 

As  stubborn  steers  by  brawny  ploughmen  broke, 
And  join'd  reluctant  to  the  galling  yoke. 
Alike  disdain  with  servile  necks  to  bear 
The  unwonted  weight,  or  drag  the  crooked  share. 
But  rend  the  reins,  and  bound  a  different  way. 
And  all  the  furrows  in  confusion  lay; 
Such  was  the  discord  of  the  royal  p^. 
Whom  fury  drove  precipitate  to  war. 
In  vain  the  chiefs  contrived  a  specious  way 
To  govern  Thebes  by  their  alternate  sway : 
Unjust  decree !  while  this  erjoys  the  state. 
That  mourns  in  exile  his  unequal  fate. 
And  the  abort  monarch  of  a  hasty  year 
Foresees  with  anffniah  hi"  returning  he!?. 
Thus  did  th  -  Isague  their  impious  arms  reitraln. 
But  scarce  subsioted  to  the  eecoT^d  reign. 

Yet  then,  no  proud  aspirint    .flas  were  raised, 
Ko  fretted  roofs  with  polish'd  metals  blazed ; 
No  laboar'd  ooluinoa  in  long  order  placed. 
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No  Qreoian  stone  the  pompoug  arohes  graced; 
No  nightly  bands  in  glittr  rinfy  iijstaowr  wait 
Before  the  eleepleaa  tyriirVs  jfusKrdcA  tfate; 
No  chargers  then  wen  rrtutht  in  i  i..uiB}  ',i  goJA 
Nor  silver  vases  took  tie  f*.  lining  moald  j 
Nor  gems  on  bowls  eui^jim'i}  ^ere  seen  tc  Huii^p, 
Blaze  on  the  brims,  ar^^;  «p'ir)f b  ia  f::e  wir  <;  ~ 
Say,  wretched  uv»1b  I  wiat  pAov^iea  youi  ia.;e  J 
Say,  to  'fhatewd  your  ir^^Mous  arms  engage  i' 
Not  aiJ  bright  FLsoebus  Vie*8  in  early  rnorn^ 
Or  wh*;ji  Mb  evening;  beams  the  west  adorn, 
Whex  t .  ,^  south  glows  wit  a  his  meridian  rftT, 
-A.nd  tiio  cold  north  receives  a  fainter  d&vj 
Jor  crimf  s  like   hese,  i^ot  all  those,  reahaa  suffice. 
Were  all  iiwse  -ealn.  i  th,.-  gnxltv  vv^tor'g  j  rise  I 

But  fortune  v.ow  (he  lotK  oi  eu'iji're  thrown) 
Decrees  to  promi  E:;;ocles  li'.*  crown : 
What  joys,  0  tynut;'  3wv:!Va  ihy  soul  that  day. 
When  all  were  slaves  thou  couldst  around  survey. 
Pleased  to  behold  unbounded  power  thy  own. 
And  singly  fill  a  fear'd  and  envied  throne  i 

But  the  vile  vulg:  .-,  ever  discontent, 
Their  growing  fears  ,n  secret  murmurs  vent; 
Still  prone  to  chance,  though  still  the  slaves  of  state. 
And  sure  the  monai  oS  whom  they  have,  to  hate; 
New  lords  they  madij'  make,  then  tamely  bear. 
And  softly  curse  the  t?  rants  whom  they  fear. 
And  one  of  those  who  t^^roan  beneath  the  sway 
Of  kings  imposed,  and  grudgingly  obey, 
(Whom  envy  to  the  greas-,  and  vulgar  spite 
With  scandal  arm'd,  the  ignoble  mind's  delight  \ 
Exclaim'd— 0  Thebes!  for  thee  wliat  fates  remain. 
What  woes  attend  this  inauspicious  reign? 
Must  we,  alas  I  our  doubtful  necks  prepare. 
Each  haughty  master's  yoke  by  turns  to  bear, 
And  still  to  change  whom  changed  we  still  muirt  fear? 
These  now  control  a  wretched  people's  fate. 
These  can  divide,  and  these  reverse  the  state  J 
E'en  Fortune  rules  no  more  1—0  servile  land, 
Where  exiled  tyrants  still  by  turns  command  I 
Thou  sire  of  gods  and  men,  imperial  Jove  I 
Is  this  the    ternal  doom  decreed  above? 
On  thy  own  offspring  hast  thou  fix'd  this  fate> 
From  the  first  birth  of  our  unhappy  state  • 

Hot  lost  Europa  searoh'd  the  world  in  vain. 
And  fated  in  Boeotian  fields  to  found 
A  rising  (inpire  on  a  foreign  ground, 
Jirst  raised  our  walk        '^at  ill-oweu'd  plaii^. 
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Where  earth-born  brothers  were  by  brothers  bIaIq  t 
"What  lofty  looks  the  unrlrall'd  monarch  bears  I 
How  all  the  tyrant  in  his  face  appears  I 
What  sullsa  fury  clouds  his  scornful  brow  I 
Gods  I  how  his  eyes  with  threatening  ardour  glow  I 
Can  this  imperious  lord  forget  to  reign. 
Quit  all  his  state,  descend,  and  serve  again  f 
Yet  who,  before,  more  popularly  bow'd  f 
Who  more  propitious  to  the  suppliant  crowd  f 
Patient  of  right,  familiar  in  the  throne? 
What  wonder  then?  he  was  not  then  alone. 
O  wretched  we,  a  vile,  submissive  train, 
Fortune's  tame  fools,  and  slaves  in  every  reign  f 

As  when  two  winds  with  rival  force  contend. 
This  way  and  that,  the  wavering  sails  they  bend. 
While  freezing  Boreas  and  black  Eurus  blow. 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  reeling  vcMel  throw: 
Thus  on  each  side,  alas  I  our  tottering  state 
Feels  all  the  fury  of  resistless  fate. 
And  doubtful  ptill,  and  still  distracted  stands, 
While  that  prince  threatens,  and  while  this  commandski 

And  now  the  almighty  father  of  the  godg 
Convenes  a  council  in  the  bleat  abodes : 
Far  in  the  bright  recesses  of  the  skies, 
High  o'er  the  rolling  heavens,  a  mansion  lies. 
Whence,  far  below,  the  gods  at  once  survey 
The  realms  of  rising  and  declining  day. 
And  all  the  extended  space  of  earth,  and  air,  and  sea. 
Full  in  the  midst,  and  on  b  starry  throne, 
The  majesty  of  heaven  superior  shone  ; 
Serene  he  look'd,  and  gave  an  awful  nod. 
And  all  the  trembling  spheres  confeas'd  the  god. 
At  Jove's  assent  the  deities  around 
In  solemn  state  the  consistory  crown'd. 
Next  a  long  order  of  inferior  powers 
Awend  from  hills,  and  plains,  and  shady  bowers; 
Those  from  whose  urns  the  rolling  rivers  flow; 
^nd  those  that  give  the  wandering  winds  to  blow : 
Here  all  their  rage,  and  even  their  murmurs  ce«s«« 
And  sacred  silence  reigns,  and  universal  peace. 
A  shining  synod  of  m^estio  gods 
Gilds  with  new  lustre  the  divine  abodes ; 
Heaven  seems  improved  with  a  superior  r»y. 
And  the  bright  uroh  reflects  a  double  day, 
'I'he  monarch  then  his  solemn  silence  broke^ 
The  still  creation  listen'd  while  he  spoke, 
Each  sacred  accent  l>ears  eternal  weighty 
And  each  irrevocable  word  is  fate. 

How  long  shall  man  the  wrath  of  heaTen  defy. 
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And  force  unwilling  vengeance  from  the  aky  1 
U  race  confederate  into  crimes,  that  prove 
Triumphant  o'er  the  eluded  rage  of  Jove  I 
This  wearied  arm  can  scarce  the  bdlt  euatain. 
And  unregarded  thunder  rolls  in  vain  • 
The  o|erlabour'd  Cyclops  from  his  task  retires: 
The^ohan  forge  exhausted  of  its  fires. 
Tor  this  I  suflFer'd  Phoebus'  steeds  to  stray. 
And  the  mad  ruler  to  misguide  the  day; 
When  the  wide  earth  to  he|ips  of  ashes  turn'd. 
And  Heaven  itself  the  wandering  chariot  buri'd. 
lor  thi^  my  brother  of  the  watery  reign 
Keleased  the  impetuous  sluices  of  the  main  : 
^ut  flames  consumed,  and  billows  raged  ia  vain 
Two  races  now,  allied  to  Jove,  offend^ 
10  punish  these,  see  Jove  himself  descend. 

F«L^nSr V    p"^  *^*l^  "°«  ^""""^  C»dmu8  trace. 

From  godlike  Perseus  those  of  A  rgive  race.  • 

Unhappy  Cadmus'  fate  who  does  not  know. 

And  the  long  series  of  succeeding  woe  ? 

How  oft  the  Furies,  from  the  deeps  of  night 

Arose,  and  mix'd  with  men  in  mortal  fight :' 

The  exulting  mother,  stain'd  with  filial  blood  ; 

The  savage  hunter  and  the  haunted  wood  ? 

The  direful  banquet  why  should  I  proclaim. 

And  crimes  that  grieve  the  trembling  gods  to  namef 

Ere  I  recount  the  sins  of  these  profane? 

Ihe  sun  would  sink  into  the  western  main. 

And  rising  gild  the  radiant  east  again 

Have  we  not  seen  the  blood  of  Laius  flow, 

Ihe  murdering  son.  no  keed  of  quilt  fobeqo. 

A  A  T^ A°  <^a»'kne88  and  despair  he  groans. 

And  lor  the  crimes  of  guilty  fate  atones ; 

His  sons  with  scorn  their  eyel«>88  father  ^ew. 

Insult  his  wounds,  and  make  r.u  bleed  anew. 

Thy  curse  0  (Edipus  I  just  Heaven  alarms.         m 

And  seto  the  avenging  Thunderer  in  arms. 

1  from  the  root  thy  guilty  race  will  tear. 

And  give  the  nations  to  the  waste  of  war. 

AdrastuP  won,  with  gods  averse,  shall  join 

In  dire  alliance  with  the  Theban  line  • 

Hence  strife  shaU  rise,  and  mortal  war  succeed  : 

The  guiltv  realms  of  Tantalus  shall  bleed.         ' 

vSliiTif  l^^i_*i>*  »":^««^«°^l^«rf««  breast 
■p"i»  o.!j    r"~  ''("o"^"^^^  *"!"  5ne  tj-raiit  o  least. 

£t  T  who"'  ^'^*  her  labouring  bosom  burn'd  ) 
K  i'  n  T  '^  ??'  Phoroneus'  towers  defend,  ' 
^ust  I,  O  Jove  I  in  bloody  wars  contend  f 
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Thou  know'at  those  regions  my  protection  claim. 
Glorious  in  arms,  in  riches,  and  in  fame : 
Though  there  the  fair  Egyptian  heifer  fed. 
And  there  deluded  Argos  slept,  and  bled ; 
Though  there  the  brazen  tower  was  stonn'd  of  old. 
When  JoTe  descended  in  almighty  gold : 
Tet  I  can  pardon  this  obscurer  wbono, 
Those  bashful  crimes  to  borrow'd  shapes  BKLOHa, 
BoT  Thebes  the  vengeance  it  deserves,  may  prove — 
Ah,  why  should  Argos  feel  the  rage  of  Jove  I 
Yet  since  thou  wilt  thy  sister-queen  control, 
Since  still  the  lust  of  discord  fires  thy  soul. 
Go,  raze  my  Samos,  let  Mycene  fall. 
And  level  with  the  dust  the  Spartan  wall ; 
No  more  let  mortals  Juno's  power  invoke, 
Her  fanes  no  more  with  eastern  incense  smoke, 
Kor  victims  sink  beneath  the  sacred  stroke. 
But  to  your  Isis  all  my  rites  transfer, 
Let  altars  blaze  and  temples  smoke  for  her; 
For  her,  through  Egypt's  fruitful  clime  renown'd. 
Let  weeping  Nilus  hear  the  timbrel  sound. 
But  if  thou  must  reform  the  stubborn  times. 
Avenging  on  the  sons  the  father's  crimes, 
And  from  the  long  records  of  distant  age 
Derive  incitements  to  renew  thy  rage ; 
Say,  from  what  period  then  has  Jove  design'd 
To  date  his  vengeance ;  to  what  bounds  confined  t 
Begin  from  thence,  where  first  Alpheus  hides 
His  wandering  stream,  and  through  the  briny  tides 
Unmix'd  to  his  Sicilian  river  glides. 
Thy  own  Arcadians  there  the  thunder  claim. 
Whose  impious  rites  disgrace  thy  mighty  name  j 
Who  raise  thy  temples  where  the  chariot  stood 
Of  fierce  CBnomiius,  defiled  with  blood; 
Where  once  his  steeds  their  savage  banquet  found. 
And  human  bones  yet  whiten  all  the,ground. 
Say,  can  those  honours  please ;  and  canst  thou  lovo 
Presumptuous  Crete,  that  boasts  the  tomb  of  Jove? 
And  shall  not  TantaJus's  kingdoms  share 
Thy  wife  and  sister's  tutelary  care? 
Beverse,  0  Jove,  thy  too  severe  decree. 
Nor  doom  to  war  a  sace  derived  from  thee ; 
On  impious  realms  and  barbarous  kings  impose 
Thy  pla.^ueH.  and  onrgA  them  with  such  sans,  sa  thss'^ 
Thus,  in  reproach  and  prayer,  the  queen  oxpress'd 
The  rage  and  grief  contending  in  her  breast. 
Unmoved  remain'd  the  ruler  of  the  sky, 
And  from  his  throne  return'd  this  stern  reply ; 
'Twag  thug  I  daem'd  thy  haughty  soul  would  bear 
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The  dire,  though  ju>t,  revenge  which  I  preparo 
^gainat  a  nation  th  v  peculiar  care  • 
No  lesa  DioiiP  migiit  for  '1  jiebes  co'ntend, 
^or  Bacchus  less  his  native  town  defend, 
ret  these  m  sUenee  see  the  Fates  fulfil 

inr^J^if  'n°l'^'?'"®°''®  <*"'  superior  will. 
For  by  the  black  infernal  Sty:c  I  swear, 

S«  L^ri"'   "^  which  binds  the  Thunderer,) 
lis  hx  d ;  the  irrevocable  doom  of  Jove  • 
go  force  can  bind  me,  no  persuasion  mo've. 
r     l^r.**^,  '"*°''"'  *^''0"gh  the  liquid  air; 
kn  S   w^'l^'"'^'''  *'?^  *<»  **»«  shades  repair; 
^id  hell  a  black  monarch  my  commands  obey 
And  g.ye  up  Laius  to  the  realms  of  day. 

Vr^!!A^^  ^**  Bhiyering  on  Cocytus'  gand, 
i-xpecta  Its  passage  to  the  further  strand ; 
JLet  the  pale  sire  revisit  Thebes,  and  bear  ' 
I hese  pleasing  orders  to  the  tyrant's  ear: 
fiil^?""  ?'^  exiled  brother,  swell'd  with  pride 
Of  foreign  forces,  and  his  Argive  bride.      ^ 
Almighty  Jove  commands  him  to  detain 
ihe  promised  empire,  and  alternate  reigu  • 
JBe  this  the  cause  of  more  tiian  mortal  hate: 

11  e  god  obeys,  and  to  his  feet  ar.plies 
Those  golden  wings  that  cut  *h .  vlelding  skies. 
His  amp  e  hat  his  beamy  locks  o'erspread. 
And  veil  d  the  starry  glories  of  his  head. 
He  seized  the  wand  that  ca  ses  sleep  +o  flr 
Or,  in  sof  slumbers,  seals  the  wakeful  eve 
That  drives  the  dead  to  dark  Tartarear  coasts. 
Or  back  to  life  con    -Is  the  wandering  ghostT 

wmgsonthetvlMsthngwi    Is  his  rapid  way ;     ^ 

^ow  smoothly  ,      rs  through  air  his  equal  flight 

fc   ^W  '^""'  '^^V*'^^™  he  etheLl  hefghtj 

Ther   .heeling     >wn  the  steep  of  heaven  he  flies. 

And  umws  a  «m  iant  circle  o'er  the  skiet 

/n-   ^?*',™®  *''«  banish'd  Pclynices  roves 

wi!-i     *'^**^*",'*"'''*^>  *^fo"«l»  the  Aonian  ^ve= 

ntl    ^ri"*'"^   '?'  l^a.dering  thoughtsSght, 
His  da,  -J  vision  and  his  dream  W  ,ijrj,  *  ^    * 

Forbidden  Thebes  arpearg  ueforT'.is  e !  J 

frpmp     ice  b?  sees  his  absent  brotheV  fly. 
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And  bidg  th«^>iftr  with  awifter  motion  run ; 
With  anxious  liopes  his  craving  mind  is  (osa'd. 
And  all  his  joys  in  length  of  wishes  lost. 

The  hero  then     solves  his  course  to  bend 
Where  ancient  Denaus'  fruitful  fields  extend^ 
And  famed  Myoene's  lofty  towers  ascend, 
(Where  late  the  sun  did  Atreos'  crimes  detest, 
And  disappear'd  in  horror  of  the  feast.) 
And  now  by  chance,  by  fate,  or  furies  led, 
From  Bacchus'  coneecrated  caves  he  fled, 
Where  the  shrill  cries  of  frantic  matrons  sound, 
And  Pantheus'  blood  enrich'd  the  rising  ground. 
Then  sees  the  Cithseron  towering  o'er  the  plain, 
And  thence  declining  gently  to  the  main. 
Next  to  the  bounds  of  Nisua'  realm  repairs. 
Where  treacherous  Scylla  cut  the  purple  hairs : 
The  banting  clifl&  of  Soyron's  rocics  explores, 
And  b      i  the  murmurs  of  the  different  shores,  : 
Passes  tue  strait  that  parts  the  foaming  seas. 
And  stately  Corinth's  pleaaing  site  surveys. 
'Twaa  now  the  time  when  I'hcebus  yields  to  night. 
And  ridng  Cynthia  sheds  her  silver  light, 
Wide  o'er  the  world  in  solemn  pomp  she  drew 
Her  ahy  chariot,  hung  with  pearly  dew; 
All  birds  and  beasts  lie  hush  d ;  sleep  steals  away 
The  wild  desires  of  men,  and  toils  of  day, 
And  brings,  descending  through  the  silent  air, 
A  sweet  forgetfulness  of  human  care. 
Yet  no  red  clouds,  with  golden  borders  gay. 
Promise  the  skies  the  bright  return  of  day  : 
No  faint  reflections  of  the  (Kstant  light 
Streak  with  long  gleams  tl,    scattering  shades  of  night; 
From  the  damp  earth  imperv  lous  vapours  rise. 
Increase  the  darkness,  and  involve  the  skies. 
At  once  the  rushing  winds,  with  roaring  sound, 
Burst  from  the  jEolian  caves,  and  rend  tb    groundj 
With  equal  rage  their  air    quarrel  try," 
And  win  by  turns  the  kingdom  of  the  sky  ; 
But  with  a  thicker  night  black  Auster  shrouds 
Th*^ '-avens;  and  drives  on  heap        ;  u^^llJBg  cloudi^ 
Froui     hose  dark  .vomb  a  rattliu^  iwmr        >ours, 
Which  the  cold  north  congeals  to  h&i!    .-,     ,>ers. 
?rom  pole  to  polo  the  thimd  r  roars  eloua. 
And     uken  lightnings  tiiish   rom  everv  oload. 
JNow  smokca  with  skowers  the  misty  mountain-ground. 
And  floated  fields  lie  ondisMnguish'd  roun. 
The  Inachi.4n  streams  witi    leadi  ng  fury  run, 
And  1,  siaus  rolls  a  delugv  on : 
The  foaming  Lenta  swells  above  its  boun  % 
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And  gpreadfl  its  ancient  poiaona  o'er  the  gronncU : 

Where  late  was  dust,  now  rapid  torrents  play, 

Bush  through  the  mounds,  and  bear  the  dams  away ; 

Old  limbs  of  trees,  from  crackling  forests  torn, 

Are  whirl'd  in  air,  and  on  the  winds  are  borne : 

The  storm  the  dark  Lyceean  groves  digplay'd. 

And  first  to  light  exposed  the  sacred  shade. 

The  intrepid  Theban  hears  the  bursting  sky, 

Sees  yawning  rocks  in  massy  fragments  fly, 

And  views  astonish'd,  from  the  hills  afar, 

The  floods  descending,  and  the  watery  war. 

That,  driven  by  storms,  and  pouring  o'er  the  plain. 

Swept  herds,  and  hinds,  and  nouses  to  the  main. 

Through  the  brown  horrors  of  the  night  he  fled, 

Kor  knows,  amazed,  wliat  dreadful  path  to  trea«I; 

His  brother's  image  to  his  mind  appears. 

Inflames  his  heart  with  rage,  and  wings  his  feet  with  fears. 

So  fares  a  sailor  on  the  stormy  main, 
When  clouds  conceal  Bootes'  golden  wain, 
When  not  a  star  its  friendly  lustre  keeps. 
Nor  trembling  Cynthia  glimmers  on  the  deeps; 
He  dreads  the  rocks,  and  shoals,  and  seas,  and  skies. 
While  thunder  roars,  and  lightning  round  him  flies. 

Thus  strove  the  chief,  on  every  side  distressed. 
Thus  still  his  courage  with  his  toils  increased ; 
With  biB  broad  shield  opposed,  he  forced  his  way 
Through  thickest  woods,  and  roused  the  beasts  of  prey. 
Till  he  beheld,  where  from  Larlssa's  height 
The  shelving  walls  reflect  a  glancing  light : 
Thither  with  haste  the  Thelmn  hero  flies ; 
On  this  side  Lerna's  poisonous  water  lies. 
On  that  Prosymna's  grove  and  temple  rise : 
He  pass'd  the  gates  which  then  unguarded  lay. 
And  to  the  regal  palace  bent  his  way ; 
On  the  cold  marble,  spent  with  toil,  he  lies, 
And  waits  till  pleasing  slumbers  seal  his  eyes. 

Adrastus  here  his  happy  people  sways. 
Blest  with  calm  peace  in  his  declining  days, 
By-both  his  parents  of  descent  divine. 
Great  Jove  and  Phopibus  graced  his  noble  line : 
Heaven  had  not  crown'd  his  wishes  with  a  eon, 
But  two  fair  daughters  heir'd  his  state  and  throne. 
To  him  Apollo  (wondrous  to  rela-- ! 
But  who  can  pierce  into  the  depths  of  fate?) 

-•-■^  -•-■■■a ^.--i~:::--  ■-■j  -■.■t:=  -sii  ji-i^va    bu-jic, 

A  yellow  lion  and  a  bristly  boar." 
This  long  revolved  in  hia  paternal  breast. 
Sate  heavy  on  his  heart,  and  broke  his  rest; 
This,  great  Amphiaraus,  lay  hid  from  thee. 
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Though  akill'd  in  fate,  and  dark  futurity. 
The  father's  care  and  prophet's  art  were  rain, 
For  thus  did  the  predicting  god  ordain. 

Lo,  hapless  Tyueus,  whose  ill-fated  hand 
Had  slain  his  brother,  leaves  his  native  land, 
And  seized  with  horror,  in  the  shades  of  night, 
Through  the  thick  deserts  headlong  urged  hia  flight ; 
Now  by  the  fury  of  the  tempest  driven. 
He  seeks  a  shelter  from  the  inclement  heaven. 
Till,  led  by  fate,  the  Theban's  steps  he  treads. 
And  to  fair  Argos'  open  court  succeeds. 

When  thus  the  chiefs  from  diflTerent  lands  resort 
To  Adrastus'  realms,  and  hospitable  court ; 
The  king  surveys  his  gueste  with  curious  eyes. 
And  views  their  arms  and  habit  with  surprise. 
A  lion's  yellow  skin  the  Theban  wears. 
Horrid  his  mane,  and  rough  with  curling  hairs ; 
Such  once  employ'd  Alcides'  youthful  toils, 
Ere  yet  adorn  d  with  Nemea's  dreadful  spoils. 
A  boar's  stiff  hide,  of  Calydonian  breed, 
(Enides'  manly  shoulders  overspread. 
Oblique  his  tueks,  erect  his  bristles  stood. 
Alive,  the  pride  and  terror  of  the  wood. 

Struck  with  the  sight,  and  fix'd  in  deep  amaze. 
The  king  the  accomplish'd  oracle  surveys. 
Reveres  A  [loUo's  vocal  caves,  and  owns 
The  guiding  godhead,  and  hia  future  sons. 
O'er  all  his  bosom  secret  transports  reign. 
And  a  glad  horror  shoots  through  every  vein. 
To  heaven  he  lifts  his  hands,  erects  his  sight. 
And  thus  ipvokes  the  silent  queen  of  night. 

Goddess  of  shades,  beneath  whose  gloomy  reign 
Yon  spangled  arch  glows  with  the  starry  train : 
You  who  the  cares  of  heaven  and  earth  allay, 
Till  nature,  quicken'd  by  the  inspiring  ray, 
Wakes  to  new  vigour  with  the  rising  day ; 
0  thou,  who  freest  me  from  my  doubtful  state, 
Long  lost  and  wilder'd  in  the  maze  of  fate  1 
Be  present  still,  O  goddess !  in  our  aid ; 
Proceed,  and  'firm  those  omens  thou  hast  made. 
We  to  thy  name  our  annual  rites  will  pay. 
And  on  thy  alta.    sacrifices  lay ; 
The  sable  flock  shall  fall  beneath  the  stroke. 
And  fill  thy  temples  with  a  grateful  smoke. 
Hftil^  f*ithful  TriooH !  hail,  ve  dark  abodes 
Of  awful  Phoebus":  I  confess'  the  gods  I 

TKjb,  seized  with  sacred  fear,  the  moi>arch  pray'd; 
Then  to  !.i8  inner  court  the  guests  convey'd; 
Whore  ;,  et  thin  fumes  from  dying  sparks  arise. 


889 


400  ]K>Pfirs  F0BU8. 

And  doBt  yet  white  upon  e&oh  altftr  lies, 
The  relies  of  a  fonner  morifloe. 
Ttie  king  once  more  the  solemn  rites  requires, 
And  bids  renew  the  feasts,  Md  wake  the  fireft. 
His  train  obey,  while  all  the  courts  around 
With  noisy  care  and  various  tumult  sound. 
Embroider'd  purple  elothes  the  golden  beds ; 
This  Blare  the  floor,  and  that  the  table  spreaidst 
A  third  dispels  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
And  fills  depending  lamps  with  beams  of  light. 
Here  loaves  in  oanisters  are  piled  on  high, 
And  there  in  flames  the  slaughter'd  victims  fry> 
Sublime  in  regal  state  Adnuitus  shone, 
Stretch'd  on  rich  carpets  on  his  ivory  throne  { 
A  lofty  couch  receives  each  princely  guest : 
Around,  at  awful  distance,  wait  the  rest. 

And  now  the  king,  his  royal  feast  to  graoe, 
Acestis  calls,  the  guardian  of  his  race. 
Who  first  their  youth  in  arts  of  virtue  train*d, 
And  their  ripe  years  in  modest  grace  maintain'd. 
Then  softlv  whiaper'd  in  her  faithful  ear. 
And  bade  his  daughters  at  the  rites  appear. 
When  from  the  close  apartments  of  the  night. 
The  royal  nymphs  approach  divinely  bright; 
Such  was  Diana's,  sucli  Minerva's  face; 
Nor  shine  their  beauties  with  aupeiior  grace, 
But  that  in  these  a  milder  charm  endears, 
And  less  of  terror  in  their  looks  appears. 
As  on  the  heroes  first  they  cast  their  eyes, 
O'er  their  fair  cheeks  the  glowing  blushes  rige. 
Their  downcast  looks  a  decent  shame  confess' d, 
Then  on  their  father's  reverend  features  rest. 

The  banquet  done,  the  monarch  gives  the  sign 
To  fill  the  goblet  high  with  sparkling  wine. 
Which  Danaus  used  in  sacred  rites  of  old. 
With  sculpture  graced,  and  rough  with  rising  gold. 
Here  to  the  clouds  victorious  Perseus  flies. 
Medusa  seems  to  move  her  languid  eyes, 
And,  even  in  gold,  turns  paler  as  she  dies. 
There  from  the  chase  Jove's  towering  eagle  beftW, 
On  golden  wings,  the  Phrygian  to  the  stars  J 
Still  as  he  rises  in  the  ethereal  height, 
His  native  mountains  lessen  to  his  sight; 
While  all  his  sad  companions  upward  gaze. 
JJ'ix'd  on  the  glorious  scene  in  wild  amaze ; 
And  'the  swift  hounds,  affrighted  as  he  flies, 
Bun  to  the  shade,  and  bark  against  the  skies. 

This  golden  bowl  with  generous  juice  was  crown'd. 
The  first  libations  sprinkled  on  the  ground. 
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By  tnrna  on  each  celestial  power  they  call  ; 
With  Phoebus'  name  resounds  the  vaulted  hall. 
The  courtly  train,  the  strangers,  and  the  rest, 
Crown'd  with  chaste  laurel,  and  with  garlands  dresa'd, 
While  rich  with  gums  the  fuming  altars  blaze, 
Salute  the  god  in  numerous  hymns  of  praise. 

Then  thus  the  king :  Perhaps,  my  noble  guests, 
These  honour'd  altars,  and  these  annual  feasts 
To  bright  Apollo's  awful  name  design'd, 
Unknown,  with  wonder  may  perplex  your  mind. 
Great  was  the  cause ;  our  old  solemnities 
From  no  blind  zeal,  or  fond  tradition  rise ; 
But  saved  from  death,  our  Argives  yearly  pay 
These  grateful  honours  to  the  god  of  day. 

Whca  by  a  thousand  darts  the  Python  slain 
With  orbs  unroU'd  lay  covering  all  the  plain, 
(Transfix'd  as  o'er  Castalia's  streams  he  hung, 
And  suck'd  new  poisons  with  his  triple  tongue) 
To  Argos'  realms  the  victor  god  resorts, 
And  enters  old  Crotopus'  humble  courts. 
This  rural  prince  one  only  daughter  blest. 
That  all  the  charms  of  blooming  youth  possess'd ; 
Pair  was  her  face,  and  spotless  was  her  mind, 
Whore  filial  love  with  virgin  sweetness  join'd. 
Happy  !  and  happy  still  she  might  have  proved, 
Were  she  less  beautiful,  or  less  beloved  1 
But  Phoebus  loved,  and  on  the  flowery  jside 
Of  Nemea's  stream  hb  made  the  fair  his  bride  : 
Aow,  ere  ton  moons  their  orb  with  light  adorn, 
The  illustrious  ofifspring  of  the  god  was  born. 
The  nymph,  her  father's  anger  to  evade, 
Ketf.'a  from  Argos  to  the  silvan  shade ; 
To  woods  and  wilds  the  pleasing  burden  bears. 
And  trusts  her  infant  to  a  shepherd's  care. 

How  mean  a  fate,  unhappy  child,  is  thine  I 
Ah  how  unworthy  those  of  race  divine ! , 
On  flowery  herbs  in  some  green  covert  laid. 
His  bed  the  ground,  his  canopy  the  shade, 
He  mixes  with  the  bleating  Lmbs  his  cries. 
While  the  rude  swain  his  rural  music  triea 
To  call  soft  slumbers  on  his  infant  eyes. 
Yet  e'en  in  those  obscure  abodes  to  live, 
Was  more,  alas  I  than  cruel  fate  would  give ; 
For  oil  iiie  grassy  verdure  as  he  lay, 
And  breathed  the  freshness  of  the  early  day. 
Devouring  dogs  the  helpless  infant  tore. 
Fed  on  his  trembling  limbs,  and  lapp'd  the  gore. 
The  aatonish'd  mother,  when  the  rumour  came, 
Forgets  her  father,  and  neglects  her  fame; 
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■yVith  loud  complaints  she  fills  the  yielding  air. 
And  beats  her  breast,  and  rends  her  flowing  hair; 
Then  wild  with  anguish  to  her  sire  she  flies, 
Demands  the  sentence,  and  contented  dies. 

But  touch'd  with  sorrow  for  the  dead  too  late. 
The  raging  god  prepares  to  avenge  her  fate. 
He  sends  a  monster,  horrible  and  fell, 
Begot  by  furies  in  the  depths  of  hell. 
The  pest  a  virgin's  face  and  bosom  bears; 
High  on  a  crown  a  rising  snake  appears, 
Guards  her  black  front,  and  hisses  in  her  hairs; 
About  the  realm  she  walks  her  dreadful  round, 
When  night  with  sable  wings  o'erspreads  the  ground, 
Devours  young  babes  before  their  parents'  eyes. 
And  feeds  and  thrives  on  public  miReries. 

But  generous  r.i!?e  the  bold  Choroebua  warms, 
Choroebus  !  famed  for  virtue,  as  for  arms ; 
Some  few  like  him,  inspired  with  martial  flame. 
Thought  a  short  life  well  lost  for  endless  fame. 
These,  where  two  ways  in  equal  parts  divide, 
The  direful  monster  from  afar  descried ; 
Two  bleeding  babes  depending  at  her  side ; 
Whose  panting  vitals,  warm  with  life,  she  draws. 
And  in  their  hearts  imbrues  her  cruel  clawo. 
The  youths  surround  her  with  extended  spears; 
But  brave  Clioroobus  in  the  front  appears, 
Dcip  in  her  breast  he  plunged  his  Hhiuing  sword, 
And  hell's  dire  monster  back  to  hell  restored. 
The  Inachians  view  the  slain  with  vast  surprise, 
Her  twisting  volumes  and  her  rolling  eyes.. 
Her  spotted  breast,  and  gaping  womb  imbued 
With  livid  poison,  and  our  children's  blood. 
The  crowd  in  stupid  wonder  fix'd  appear. 
Pale  e'en  in  joy,  nor  yet  forget  to  fear. 
Some  with  vast  beams  the  squalid  corpse  engage. 
And  weary  all  the  wild  efforts  of  rage. 
The  birds  obscene,  that  nightly  flock'd  to  taste. 
With  hollow  screeches  flu(l  the  dire  repast ; 
And  ravenous  dogs,  allured  by  scented  blood. 
And  starving  wolves,  run  howling  to  the  wood. 

But  fired  with  rago,  from  cleft  Parnassuis'  brow 
Avenging  Phoebus  bent  his  deadly  bow. 
And  hissing  flow  the  fcather'd  fates  below : 

*      -^J^-^l-^X     „_^    _^.lj„-.    ^^1  _.- J~    i---.-1-._»,J     ---_--— .1 

The  towers,  the  fields,  and  the  devoted  ground : 
And  now  a  thousand  lives  together  fl«d, 
Death  with  his  scythe  cut  off  the  fatal  thread, 
And  a  whole  province  in  his  triumph  led. 
But  Phoebua  ask'd  why  noxious  fires  appear. 
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And  TtLfdng  SirioB  blasts  the  sickly  year ; 
Demands  their  lives  by  whom  his  monster  fell, 
And  dooms  a  dreadful  sacrifice  to  hell. 

Blest  be  thy  dust,  and  let  eternal  fame 
Attend  thy  manes,  and  preserve  thy  name^ 
Undaunted  hero  I  who  divinely  brave, 
In  such  a  cause  disdain'd  thy  life  to  save ; 
Bat  view'd  the  shrine  with  a  superior  look, 
And  its  upbraided  godhead  thus  1}eBpoke : 

With  piety,  the  soul's  securest  guard, 
And  conscious  virtue,  still  its  own  reward, 
Willing  I  come,  unknowing  how  to  fear ; 
Kor  shalt  thou,  Phoebus,  find  a  suppliant  here. 
Thy  monster's  death  to  me  was  owed  alone, 
And  'tis  a  deed  too  glorious  to  disown. 
Behold  him  here,  for  whom,  so  many  days. 
Impervious  clouds  conceal'd  thy  sullen  rays ; 
For  whom,  as  Man  no  longer  claim'd  thy  care, 
Such  numbers  fell  by  pestilential  air ! 
But  if  the  abandon'd  race  of  human  kind 
From  gods  above  no  more  compassion  find ; 
If  such  inclemency  in  heaven  can  dwell, 
Yet  why  must  unofiending  Argos  feel 
The  vengeance  due  to  this  unlucky  steel  f 
On  me,  on  me,  let  all  thy  fury  fall, 
Nor  err  from  me,  since  I  deserve  it  all : 
Unless  our  desert  cities  please  thy  sight. 
Or  funeral  flames  reflect  a  grateful  light. 
Discharge  thy  sliaf  ts,  this  ready  bosom  rend. 
And  to  the  shades  a  -rhost  triumphant  send ; 
But  for  my  country  let  my  fate  atone ; 
Be  mine  the  vengeance,  as  the  crime  my  own. 

Merit  distress'd,  impartial  Heaven  relieves  : 
Unwelcome  life  relenting  Phoebus  gives; 
For  not  the  vengeful  power,  that  glow'd  with  rage, 
With  such  amazing  virtue  durst  Ongage, 
The  clouds  dispersed,  Apollo's  wrath  expired, 
And  from  the  wondering  god  the  unwilling  yonth 

retired. 
Thence  we  these  altars  in  his  temple  raise, 
And  off'er  annual  honours,  feasfH,  and  praise; 
These  solemn  feasts  propitioua  Phoebus  please  : 
These  honours,  still  renew'd,  his  ancient  wrath  appease. 

What  name  you  bear,  from  what  high  race  vou  spring? 
The  noble  Tydeus  stands  confcfyg'd  and  known 
Our  neighbour  prince,  and  heir  of  Calydon. 
Eelate  your  fortunes,  while  the  friendly  nigh* 
And  ailent  hours  to  various  talk  mvite. 
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The  Theban  bends  on  eartb  bis  gloomy  qres, 
Confused,  and  sadly  thus  at  lengtb  replies : 
Before  these  altars  how  shall  I  proclaim 
(0  e^n'roos  prince)  my  nation,  or  my  name. 
Or  through  what  veins  our  ancient  blood  has  roll'dt 
Let  the  sad  tale  for  ever  rest  untold  t 
Yet  if,  propitious  to  a  wretch  unknown. 
You  seek  to  share  in  sorrows  not  your  own ; 
Know  then  from  Cadmus  I  derive  my  race, 
Jocasta's  son,  and  Thebes  my  native  place. 
To  whom  the  king  (who  felt  his  generous  breast 
Touch'd  with  concern  for  his  unhappy  guest) 
BepUes : — Ah  why  forbears  the  son  to  name 
His  wretched  father  known  too  well  by  fame? 
Fame,  that  delights  around  the  world  to  stray. 
Scorns  not  to  take  our  Argos  in  her  way; 
E'en  those  who  dwell  where  sons  at  distance  roll, 
In  northern  wilds,  and  freeze  beneath  the  pole; 
And  those  who  tread  the  burning  Libyan  lands. 
The  faithless  Syrtis  and  the  moving  sands ; 
Who  view  the  western  sea's  extremest  bounds. 
Or  drink  of  Ganges  in  their  eastern  grounds; 
All  these  the  woes  of  QSdipus  have  known, 
Your  fates,  your  furies,  and  your  haunted  town. 
If  on  the  sons  the  parents'  crimes  descend, 
What  prince  from  those  his  lineage  can  defend  f 
Be  this  thy  comfort,  that  'tis  thine  to  efface 
With  virtuous  acts  thy  ancestor's  disgrace. 
And  be  thyaslf  the  honour  of  thy  race. 
But  see  1  ^he  Ktars  begin  to  steal  away, 
And  shine  more  faintly  at  approaching  day ; 
Now  pour  the  wine ;  and  in  your  tuneful  lays 
Once  more  resound  the  great  Apollo's  praise. 

0  father  Phoebus  1  whether  Lycia's  coast 
And  snowy  mountain  thy  btight  presence  boast; 
Whether  to  sweet  Costalia  thou  repair, 
And  bathe  in  silver  dows  thy  yellow  hair; 
Or  pleased  to  find  fair  Dclos  noat  no  more, 
Delight  in  Cynthvw  and  the  shady  shore ; 
Or  choose  thy  seat  in  llion's  proud  abodes, 
The  shining  structures  raised  by  labouring  gods; 
By  thee  the  bow  and  mortal  shafts  are  borne ; 
Et-ernal  chftmia  thy  bloominjr  youth  adorn : 
Skill'd  in  the  Jaws  of  secret  fate  above, 
And  the  dark  counsels  of  almighty  Jovs, 
"Tis  thine  the  seeds  of  future  war  to  know, 
The  chpiige  of  sceptres,  and  Impending  woe 
Wiien  diroful  meteot«  spread  through  glowing  air 
Long  trails  of  light,  and  shake  their  bfacing  hair. 
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Thy  T&ge  the  Phiygian  felt,  who  durst  aspiro 
To  excel  the  music  of  thy  heavenly  lyre; 
Thy  shafts  avenged  lewd  Tityus'  giitlty  flame, 
The  immortal  victim  of  thy  mother's  fame ; 
Thy  hand  slew  Python,  and  the  dame  who  lost 
Her  numerous  offspring  for  a  fatal  boast. 
In  Phlegyas"  doom  thy  just  revenge  appears, 
Condemn'd  to  furies  and  eternal  fears; 
He  views  his  food,  but  dreads,  with  lifted  eye, 
The  mouldering  rock  that  trembles  from  on  high. 

Propitious  hear  our  prayer,  0  power  divine  I 
And  on  thy  hospitable  Argos  shine ; 
Whether  the  style  of  Titan  please  thee  more, 
Whose  purple  rays  the  Achasmencs  adore ; 
Or  great  Osiris,  who  first  taught  the  swain 
In  Pharian  fields  to  sow  the  golden  grain ; 
Or  Mithras,  to  whose  beams  the  Persian  bows. 
And  pays,  in  hollow  rocks,  his  awful  vows; 
Mithras,  whose  head  the  blaze  of  Jight  adorns. 
Who  grasps  the  struggling  heifer's  lunar  horns. 
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(Alemena,  the  mother  of  Hercules,  here  recounts,  after  his  death,  her  mia- 
fo'-tunes  to  lole,  who  answers  with  a  relation  of  the  tranaformatitm  of 
her  sister  Dryope.) 

Shb  Baid,  and  for  her  lost  Qalanthia  sighs, 
When  the  fair  consort  of  her  son  replies  : 
Sltfce  you  a  servaut's  ravish'd  form  bemoan, 
And  kindly  sigh  for  sorrows  not  your  own. 
Let  me  (if  tears  and  grief  permit)  rejate 
A  nearer  yroe,  a  sister  s  stranger  fate. 
Ko  nymph  of  all  Oilchalia  could  compare 
For  beauteous  form  with  Dryope  the  fair, 
Her  tendei  mother's  only  hope  and  pride, 
(Myself  the  offspring  of  a  second  bride.) 
This  nymph  bki/jvsd  by  him  who  rules  the  day, 
Whom  Delphi  and  the  Delian  isle  obey, 
Andraemou  loved;  and,  blehia'd  in  all  those  charms 
That  pleased  a  god,  succeeded  to  her  arms. 

A  lake  there  was,  with  shelving  banks  around. 
Whose  verdant  summit  fragrant  myrtles  crown'd ; 
These  shades,  unknowing  of  the  fates,  she  sought. 
And  to  tho  Naiads  flowery  garlands  ))rought ; 
Her  smiling  babe  (a  pleasing  charge)  she  prest 
Within  her  arms,  and  nourish'd  at  her  breast. 
Not  distant  far  a  watery  lotoa  grown, 
The  spring  was  new,  and  all  the  verdant  boughs 
Adorn'd  with  blossoms  promised  fruits  that  vie 
In  glowing  colours  with  the  Tyrian  dye : 
Of  these  she  uropp'd,  to  please  her  infant  son. 
And  I  myself  the  same  rash  act  had  done : 
But  lo  I  I  saw  (as  near  her  side  I  stood) 
The  violated  blossoms  drop  with  blood ; 
Upon  tho  tree  I  cast  a  fnghtful  look ; 
The  trembling  tree  with  suddeu  horror  shook 
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Lotifl  the  nymph  (if  rural  tales  be  true) 

As  from  Priapus'  lawless  lust  she  flew, 

Forsook  her  form;  and  fixing  here  became 

A  flowery  plant,  which  still  preserves  her  name. 

This  change  unknown,  astonish'd  at  the  sight, 

My  trembling  sister  strove  to  urge  her  flight : 

And  first  the  pardon  of  the  nymphs  implored, 

And  those  offended  silran  powers  adored : 

But  when  she  backward  would  have  fled,  she  found 

Her  stiffening  ft  et  were  rooted  in  the  ground : 

In  vain  to  free  her  fasten'd  feet  she  strove, 

And  as  she  struggles,  only  moves  above ; 

She  feels  the  encroaching  bark  around  lier  grow 

By  quick  degrees,  and  cover  all  below : 

Surprised  at  tliis,  her  trembling  hand  she  heaves 

To  rend  her  hair;  her  hand  is  fi'.l'd  with  leaves : 

Where  late  was  hair  the  shootin?  leaves  are  seen 

To  rise,  and  shade  her  with  a  sudden  green. 

The  child  Amphissus,  to  her  bosom  prest. 

Perceived  a  colder  and  a  harder  breast. 

And  found  the  springs,  that  ne'er  till  tiien  denied 

Their  milky  moisture,  on  a  sudden  dried. 

I  saw,  unhappy  I  what  I  now  relate. 

And  stood  the  helpless  witness  of  thy  fate, 

Embraced  thy  boughs,  thy  rising  bark  delay'd, 

There  wish'd  to  grow,  and  mingle  shade  with  shade. 

Behold  Andraemon  and  the  unhappy  sire 
Appear  and  for  their  Dryope  inquire  : 
A  springing  treo  for  Dryope  they  find. 
And  print  warm  kigses  on  the  panting  rind. 
Prostrate  with  tears  their  kindred  plant  bedew, 
And  close  embrace  as  to  tlie  roots  they  grcv. 
Tbo  face  was  all  that  now  remain'd  of  thee, 
No  more  a  woman,  nor  yet  quite  a  tree ; 
Thy  branches  hung  with  humid  pearls  appear, 
From  every  leaf  distils  a  trickling  tear, 
And  straight  a  voice,  while  yet  a  voice  remaine. 
Thus  through  the  trembling  boughs  in  sighs  complaini. 

If  to  the  wretched  any  faith  be  given, 
I  swear,  by  all  the  anpitying  powers  of  heaven, 
No  wilful  crime  this  heavy  vengeance  bred; 
In  mutual  innocence  our  lives  we  led : 
If  this  be  falso,  let  these  new  greens  decay, 

■  .Af    gtr\»ii  rt  fl  1  »%  <ii»    n  «r«va    1«^»%    •»»    11>v.K«    ^...^.^ 

.«.-       .,.,,.-..-_    ..  ^..^  r*rj-  tii^    zzmi^  d^itj'j 

And  crackling  flames  on  all  my  honours  prey. 
But  from  my  branching  arms  this  infant  l)ear, 
Ijet  gome  kind  nurse  supply  a  mother's  care : 
And  to  his  mother  let  him  oft  be  led, 
Sport  in  her  shades,  and  in  her  shades  bo  fed; 
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Teach  him,  when  first  his  infant  voice  shall  frame 
Imperfect  words,  and  lisp  his  mother's  name. 
To  hail  this  tree,  and  say  with  weeping  eyes, 
"  Within  this  plant  my  hapless  parent  lies :" 
And  when  in  youth  he  seeks  the  shady  woods, 
Oh  I  let  him  fly  the  crystal  lakes  and  floods, 
Nor  touch  the  fatal  flowers ;  but  warn'd  by  me. 
Believe  a  goddess  shrined  in  every  tree. 
My  sire,  my  sister,  and  my  spouse,  farewell  I 
If  in  yonr  breasts  or  love  or  pity  dwell, 
Protect  your  plant,  nor  let  my  branches  feel 
The  browsing  cattle  or  the  piercing  steel. 
Farewell  1  and  since  I  cannot  bend  to  join 
My  lips  to  yours,  advance  at  least  to  mine. 
My  son,  thy  mother's  parting  kiss  receive, 
"While  yet  thy  mother  has  a  kiss  to  give. 
I  can  no  more ;  the  creeping  rind  Invades 
My  closing  lips,  and  hides  my  head  in  shades; 
Remove  your  hands,  the  bark  shall  soon  suffice 
Without  their  aid  to  seal  these  dying  eyes. 

She  ceased  at  once  to  speak,  and  ceased  to  be; 
And  all  the  nymph  was  lost  within  the  tree ; 
Yet  latent  life  through  her  new  branches  reigu'd, 
And  long  the  plant  a  human  heat  retain'd 
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The  fair  Pomona  flonriah'd  in  his  reign ; 

Of  all  the  virgins  of  the  silvan  train, 

Kone  taught  the  trees  a  nohler  race  to  bear. 

Or  more  improved  the  vegetable  care. 

To  her  the  shady  grove,  the  flowery  field. 

The  streams  and  fountains  no  delights  could  yield; 

'Twas  all  her  joy  the  ripening  fruits  to  tend, 

And  see  the  boughs  with  happy  burthens  bend. 

The  hook  she  bore  instead  of  Cynthia's  spear, 

To  lop  the  growth  of  the  luxuriant  year, 

To  decent  form  the  lawless  shoots  to  bring, 

And  teach  the  obedient  branches  where  to  spring. 

Now  the  cleft  rind  inserted  grafts  receives. 

And  yields  an  offspring  more  than  nature  gives; 

New  sliding  streams  the  thirsty  plants  renew. 

And  feed  their  fibres  with  reviving  dew. 

These  cares  alone  her  virgin  breast  employ. 

Averse  from  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy. 

Her  private  orchards,  wall'd  on  every  side, 

To  lawless  silvans  all  access  denied. 

How  oft  the  satyrs  and  the  wanton*  fawns, 

Who  haunt  the  forests,  or  frequent  the  lawns. 

The  god  whose  ensign  scares  tne  birds  of  prey, 

And  old  Silenus,  youthful  in  decay, 

Employ'd  their  wiles,  arid  unavailing  earo, 

To  pass  the  fences,  and  surprise  the  fair ! 

Like  these,  Vertumnus  own  d  his  faithful  flam^ 

Like  these,  rejected  by  the  scornful  dame. 

And^  first  a  reaper  from  the  field  appears. 
Sweating  he  walks,  while  loads  of  golden  grain 
O'ercharge  the  shoulders  of  the  seemii^  swain. 
Oft  o'er  his  back  a  crooked  scythe  is  laid, 
And  wreaths  of  hay  his  sun-burnt  temples  shade; 
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Oft  in  his  harden'd  hr  ad  <  fn&d  he  beara^ 
Like  one  who  late  unyoked        sweating  steers. 
Sometimes  his  pruning-hook  corrects  the  vines. 
And  the  loose  stragglers  fn  their  ranks  confines. 
"Now  gathering  what  the  bounteons  year  allows. 
He  pulls  ripe  apples  f  om  the  bending  bougha 
A  soldier  now,  he  with  his  sword  appears; 
A  fisher  next,  his  trembling  angle  bears ; 
Each  shape  he  varies,  and  e:  ^h  art  he  tries, 
On  her  bright  charms  to  f(     t  his  longing  eyes. 

A  female  form  at  last  Vc    umnus  wears, 
With  all  the  marks  of  reverend     ;o  appears, 
His  temples  thinly  spread  witli  silver  hairs; 
Propp'd  on  his  staff,  and  stooping  as  he  goes, 
A  painted  mitre  shades  his  furrow'd  brows. 
The  god  in  this  decrepit  form  arr;!  'd, 
The  gardens  enter' d,  and  the  fruit   urvey'd ; 
And  " Happy  you !  1(he  thus  addrc     d   he  mn ;d,) 
Whose  charms  as  far  all  otlier  nymphs'  >Htslime, 
As  other  gardens  are  excell'd  by  thine!" 
Then  kiss  d  the  fair,  (his  kisses  warmer  gr  w 
Than  such  as  women  on  their  sex  bestow.) 
Then,  placed  beside  her  on  the  flowery  gro  nd, 
Beheld  the  trees  with  autumn's  bounty  crown'd. 
An  elm  v  m  near,  to  whose  embraces  led. 
The  curling  vine  her  swelling  clusters  spread : 
He  view'd  her  twining  branches  with  delight. 
And  praised  the  beauty  of  the  pleasing  sight. 
Yet  this  tall  elm,  but  for  his  vine  (he  said) 
Had  stood  neglected,  and  a  barren  shade ; 
And  this  fair  vine,  but  that  her  arms  surround 
Her  married  elm,  had  crept  along  the  ground. 
Ah  I  beauteous  maid,  let  this  example  move 
Your  mind,  averse  from  all  the  joys  of  love. 
Deign  to  be  loved,  and  every  heart  subdue  ! 
What  nymph  could  e'er  attract  such  crowds  as  you  f 
Not  she  whose  beauty  urged  the  centaur's  arms, 
Ulysses'  queen,  nor  Helen's  fatal  charms. 
E'en  now,  when  silent  scorn  is  all  they  gain, 
A  thousand  court  you,  though  they  court  in  vain ; 
A  thousand  silvans,  demigods,  and  gods, 
That  haunt  our  mountains  and  our  Alban  woods. 
But  if  you'll  prosper,  mark  what  I  advise, 
Vi  nom  age  and  ioug  expeiieuuo  render  wise. 
And  one  whose  tender  care  is  far  above 
All  that  these  lovers  ever  felt  of  love, 
(Far  more  than  e'er  can  by  yourself  Ve  gucss'd,) 
Fix  on  VertumnuB,  and  reject  the  rest. 
For  his  firm  faith  I  dare  engage  my  own; 
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Scar*^  to  biiDBelf  himself  is  uetter  1.   own. 
To  distant  lands  Vertumnus  never  roves ; 
Like  you,  contented  witlx  his  native  groves ; 
Nor  at  first  sight,  like  most,  admires  the  iair; 
For  you  he  liv(      and  you  'I'one  shall  share 
His  last  affectiou  as  his  earl/  care. 
Besides,  he's  lovely  far  above  the  rest. 
With  youth  immortal,  and  with  beauty  blest. 
Add,  that  he  varies  every  shape  with  ease, 
And  tries  all  forms  that  may  Pomona  please. 
But  what  should  mi        ■   Ito  a  mutual  riam3. 
Your  rural  carea  anu  ires  are  the  sama 

To  him  your prchari  v  fruits  are  due; 

(A  pleasing  oiTering  tis  made  by  you) 

He  values  these ;  but      ,,  alas !  complains, 
That  still  the  best  and  dearest  gift  remains. 
Not  the  fair  fruit  that  on  yon  branches  glows 
With  ihut  ripe  red  the  autumnal  sun  bestows; 
Nor  tasteful  herbs  that  in  these  gardens  rise, 
Which  the  kind  soil  with  milky  sap  supplies; 
You,  only  you,  can  move  the  god's  desire : 
Oh,  crown  so  constant  and  so  pure  a  fire  I 
Let  soft  compassion  touch  your  gentle  mind; 
Think,  'tis  Vertumnus  b^gs  you  to  be  kind ! 
So  may  no  frost,  when  early  buds  appear. 
Destroy  the  promise  of  the  youthful  year; 
Nor  winds,  when  first  your  florid  orchard  blows. 
Shake  the  light  blossoms  from  tiieir  blasted  boue-Ls 

This  when  the  various  god  had  urged  in  vain," 
He  straight  assumed  his  native  form  again ; 
Such,  and  so  bright  an  aspect  now  he  bears, 
As  when  through  clouds  the  emerging  sun  appears 
And  thence  exerting  his  refulgent  ray,  ' 

Dispels  the  darkness,  and  reveals  the  day. 
Force  he  prepared,  but  check'd  the  rash  design ; 
For  when  apj.ear  ng  in  a  form  divine/ 
The  nymph  surx  cys  him,  and  l)ehold8  the  grace 
Of  charming  features,  and  a  youthful  face. 
In  her  soft '  reast  consenting  passions  move. 
And  the     am  maid  confessed  a  mutual  love. 
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SAPPHO  TO  PHAON. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  OVID. 


Sat,  lovely  youth,  that  dost  my  heart  command. 

Can  Phaon's  eyes  forget  his  Sappho'a  hand  ? 

Must  then  her  name  the  wretched  writer  prove, 

To  thy  remembrance  lost,  as  to  thy  lov»? 

Ask  not  the  cause  that  I  ne\    lumbers  choose, 

The  lute  neglected,  and  the  lyric  muse ; 

Lovt  taught  my  tears  in  sadder  notes  to  flo^r. 

And  tuned  my  heart  to  elegies  of  woo. 

I  burn,  I  burn,  as  when  through  ripen'd  com 

By  driving  winds  the  spreading  flames  are  borne  1 

Phaon  to  -Etna's  scorching  fields  retires, 

While  I  consume  with  more  than  ^Etna's  fires ! 

No  more  my  soul  a  charm  in  music  finds ; 

Music  has  charms  alone  for  peaceful  minds. 

Soft  scenes  of  solitude  no  more  can  please, 

Love  enters  there,  and  I  'm  my  own  disease. 

All  other  loves  are  lost  in  only  thine, 

Ah,  youth,  ungrateful  to  a  flame  like  mine ! 

Whom  would  not  all  those  blooming  charms  surprise, 

Those  heavenly  looks,  and  dear  deluding  eyes  f 

The  harp  and  bow  would  you  like  Phoebus  bear, 

A  brighter  Phoebus  Phaon  might  appear; 

Would  yon  with  ivy  wreath  your  flowing  hair, 

Not  Bacchus'  self  with  Phaon  could  compare : 

Yet  Phoebus  loved,  and  Bacchus  felt  the  flame, 

One  Daphne  warm'd,  and  one  the  Cretan  dame; 

Nymphs  that  in  ve:se  no  more  could  rival  me, 

Than' even  those  gods  contend  in  charms  with  thee. 

The  Muses  teach  me  all  their  softest  lays, 

And  the  wide  world  resounds  with  Sappho's  praise. 

Though  great  Alcaous  more  sublimely  sings, 

And  strikes  with  bolder  i  ago  the  sounding  strings. 
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No  less  renown  attends  the  moving  lyre, 
Which  Venus  tunes,  and  all  her  loves  inspire; 
To  me  what  nature  has  in  charms  denied, 
Is  well  by  wit's  more  lasting  flames  supplied. 
Though  short  my  stature,  yet  my  name  extends 
To  heaven  itself,  and  earth's  remotest  ends. 
'Brown  as  I  am,  an  Ethiopian  dame 
Inspired  young  Perseus  with  a  generous  flame ; 
Turtles  and  doves  of  different  hues  unite, 
And  glossy  jet  is  pair'd  with  shining  white. 
If  to  no  charms  thou  wilt  thy  heart  resign. 
But  such  as  merit,  such  as  equal  thine ; 
By  none,  alas  I  by  none  thou  canst  be  moved, 
Fhaon  alone  by  Phaon  must  be  loved  I 
Yet  once  thy  Sappho  could  thy  cares  employ, 
Once  in  her  arms  you  centred  all  your  joy : 
No  time  the  dear  remembrance  can  remove, 
For  oh  !  how  vast  a  memory  has  love ! 
My  music,  then,  you  could  for  ever  hear, 
And  all  my  words  were  music  to  your  ear. 
You  stopp  d  with  kisses  my  enchanting  tongue, 
And  found  my  kisses  sweeter  than  my  song. 
The  fair  Sicilians  now  thy  soul  inflame ; 
Why  was  I  born,  ye  gods,  a  Lesbian  dame  f 
But  ah !  beware,  Sicilian  nymphs !  nor  boast 
That  wandering  heart  which  I  so  lately  lost ; 
Nor  be  with  all  those  tempting  words  abused, 
Those  tempting  words  were  all  to  Sappho  used. 
And  you  that  rule  Sicilia's  happy  plains. 
Have  pity,  Venus,  on  your  poet's  pains  I 
Shall  fortune  still  in  one  sad  tenor  rim, 
And  still  increase  the  woes  so  soon  begun  ? 
Inured  to  sorrow  from  my  tender  years. 
My  parent's  ashes  drank  my  early  tears ; 
An  infant  daughter  lata  my  griefs  increased, 
And  all  a  mother's  cares  distract  my  breast. 
Alas !  what  more  could  fate  itself  impose. 
But  thee,  the  last  and  greatest  of  my  woes? 
No  more  my  robes  in  waving  purpTe  flow, 
Nor  on  my  hand  the  sparkling  diamonds  glow ; 
No  more  my  locks,  in  ringlets  curl'd,  difl'uso 
The  costly  sweetness  of  Arabian  dews,  ^ 
Nor  braids  of  gold  the  varied  tresses  bind. 
That  fly  disorder'd  with  the  wanton  wind  : 
For  whom  should  Sappho  use  f^uch  arts  as  these? 
He 's  gone,  whom  only  she  desired  to  please  1 
Cupid's  light  darts  my  tender  bosom  move, 
Still  is  there  cause  for  Sappho  still  to  love : 
So  from  my  birth  tho  Sisterd  fix'd  my  doom. 
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And  gave  to  Venus  all  my  lite  to  come ; 
Or,  while  my  muse  in  melting  notes  complwns. 
My  yielding  heart  keeps  measure  to  my  strains. 
By  charms  like  thine  which  all  my  soul  have  won, 
Who  might  not— ah  1  who  could  not  be  undone? 
For  those  Aurora  Cephalus  might  scorn, 
And  with  fresh  blushes  paint  the  conscious  mom. 
For  those  might  Cynthia  lengther.  Phaon's  sleep, 
And  bid  Endymion  nightly  tend  his  sheep. 
Venus  for  those  had  rapt  thee  to  the  skies, 
But  Mars  on  thee  might  look  with  Venus'  eyes. 
See,  while  I  write,  my  words  are  lost  in  tears  1 
The  less  my  sense,  the  more  my  love  appears. 
Sure  'twas  not  much  to  bid  one  kind  adieu, 
(At  leaet  to  feign  was  never  hard  to  you ;) 
Farewell,  my  Lesbian  love,  you  might  have  said; 
Or  coldly  thus.  Farewell,  0  Lesbian  maid  1 
No  tear  did  you,  no  parting  kiss  receive, 
Nor  knew  I  then  how  much  I  was  to  grieve. 
No  lover's  gift  your  Sappho  could  confer. 
And  wrongs  and  woes  were  all  you  left  with  her. 
No  charge  I  gave  you,  and  no  charge  could  give, 
But  this,  Be  mindful  of  our  Ices,  and  live. 
Now  by  the  nine,  those  powers  adored  by  me. 
And  Love,  the  god  that  ever  waits  on  thee, 
When  first  I  heard  (from  whom  I  hardly  knew) 
That  you  were  fled,  and  all  my  joys  with  you. 
Like  som-^  sad  sta*.ue,  speechless,  pale  I  stood,     _ 
Grief  chill'd  my  breast,  and  stopp'd  my  freezmg 

blood ; 
No  sigh  to  rise,  no  tear  had  power  to  flow, 
Fix'd  in  a  stupid  lethargy  of  woe  ; 
But  when  its  way  the  impetr-"c;  passion  found, 
1  rend  my  tresses,  and  my  t  I  wound ; 

I  rave,  then  weep;  I  curst.       -  then  complam, 
Now  swell  to  rage,  now  melt  ir^  tears  again. 
Not  fiercer  pangs  distract  the  uournful  dame, 
Whose  first-born  infant  feeds  the  funeral  flame. 
My  scornful  brother  witu  a  smile  appears, 
Lisults  my  woos,  and  triumphs  in  my  tears: 
His  hated  image  ever  haunts  my  eyes. 
And  why  this  grief?  thy  daughter  'ivea,  he  cries. 
Stung  with  my  love,  and  furious  with  despair. 
All  torn  my  garments,  and  my  bosom  lja|*e»_ 
My  woes,  thy  crhuea,  I  to  the  world  proelaii:i ; 
Such  inconsistent  things  are  love  and  shame  I 
'Tis  thou  art  all  my  care  and  my  delight. 
My  daily  longing,  and  my  dream  by  night : 
0  night,  more  pleasing  than  the  brightest  day, 


A  spring  there  is,  wliose  silver  waters  sho* 
Clear  as  a  kIum  the  shining  sands  iwlow  ; 
A  flowi'ry  lotos  spreiuls  its  amis  al»ivH, 
Shiulos  all  the  l).uil{8,  and  seciiis  itself  a  grove ; 
Eternal  greens  the  mossy  ninrgln  grace. 
Walcli'd  l>y  the  sylvan  genius  of  the  idaee ; 
Hei.  as  1  lay,  and  swelrd  with  tears  the  flood, 
Before  my  Bight  *. watery  virgin  st<«xl. 

'     *  —SaiJi  ho  to  Phnou,  piign  Hi. 
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When  fancy  gives  what  absence  takes  away, 

And,  dresa'd  in  all  its  visionary  charms, 

Kestores  my  fair  deserter  to  my  arms ! 

But  when,  with  day,  the  sweet  delusions  fly, 

And  ti\  things  wake  to  life  and  joy,  but  I, 

As  if  once  more  forsaken,  I  complain. 

And  close  my  eyes  to  dream  of  you  again : 

Then  frantic  rise,  and  like  some  fury  rove 

Through  lonely  plains,  and  through  the  silent  gruvti , 

As  if  the  silent  grove,  and  lonely  plains, 

That  knew  my  pleasures,  could  relieve  my  pains. 

I  view  the  grotto,  once  the  homz  of  love. 

The  rocks  around,  the  hanging  roofs  above, 

That  charm'd  me  more,  with  native  moss  o'ergrown. 

Than  Phrygian  marble,  or  the  Parian  stone. 

I  kiss  that  earth  which  once  was  press'd  by  you, 

And  all  with  tears  the  withering  herbs  bedew. 

For  thee  the  fading  trees  appear  to  mourn, 

And  birds  defer  their  songs  till  thy  return : 

Hight  shades  the  groves,  and  all  in  silence  lie, 

All  but  the  mournful  Philomel  and  I : 

With  mournful  Philomel  I  join  my  strain. 

Of  Tereus  she,  of  Phaon  I  complain. 

A  spring  there  is,  whose  silver  waters  show, 
Clear  as  a  glass,  the  shining  sands  below : 
A  flowery  lotos  spreads  its  arms  above. 
Shades  all  the  banks,  and  seems  itself  a  grove ; 
Eternal  greens  the  mossy  margin  grace, 
Watch'd  by  the  silvan  genius  of  the  place : 
'  Here  as  I  lay,  and  swell'd  with  tears  the  flood. 
Before  my  sight  a  waterj'  virgin  stood :    / 
She  stood  and  cried,  "  0  you  that  love  in  vain  I 
Fly  hence,  and  seek  the  far  Leucadian  main ; 
There  stands  a  rock,  from  whose  impending  steep 
Apollo's  fane  surveys  the  rolling  deep; 
There  injured  lovers,  leaping  from  above, 
Their  flames  extinguish,  and  forget  to  love. 
Deucalion  once  with  hopeless  fury  burn'd, 
In  vain  he  loved,  relentless  Pyrrha  saorn'd : 
But  when  from  hence  he  plunged  into  the  main, 
Deucalion  scoru'd,  and  Pyrrlia  loved  in  vain. 
Haste,  Sappho,  haste  1  from  high  Leucadia  throw 
Thy  wretched  weight,  nor  dread  the  deeps  below  1" 
She  spoke  and  vanish'd  with  the  voice— I  rise. 
And  silent  tc^rs  fall  tricklins  froni  mv  eyes^ 
I  go,  ye  nymphs !  those  rocks  and  seas  to  prove; 
How  much  I  fear,  but  ah  how  much  I  love  ! 
I  go,  ye  nymphs,  where  furious  love  inspires ; 
Let  female  fears  submit  to  female  fires. 
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To  rocks  and  seas  I  fly  from  Phaon's  hate. 
And  hope  from  seas  and  rocks  a  milder  fate. 
Ye  gentle  gales,  beneath  my  body  blow, 
And  softly  lay  me  on  the  waves  below  I 
And  thou,  kind  Love,  my  sinking  limbs  sustain, 
Spread  thy  soft  wings,  and  waft  me  o'er  the  mam. 
Nor  let  a  lover's  death  the  guiltless  flood  profane  1 
On  Phoebus*  shrine  my  harp  I  '11  then  bestow. 
And  this  inscription  shall  be  placed  below : 
«'  Here  she  who  sung,  to  him  that  did  inspire, 
Sappho  to  Phoebus  consecrates  her  lyre ; 
What  suits  with  Sappho,  Phoebus,  suits  with  thee; 
The  gift,  the  giver,  and  the  god  agree." 

But  why,  alas  I  relentless  youth,  ah  why. 
To  distant  seas  must  tender  Sappho  fly  ? 
Thy  charms  than  those  may  far  more  powerful  be, 
And  Phoebus'  self  is  less  a  god  to  me. 
Ah !  canst  thou  doom  me  to  the  rocks  and  sea, 
Oh,  far  more  faithless  and  more  hard  than  they? 
Ah!  canst  thou  rather  see  this  tender  breast 
Dash'd  on  these  rocks  than  to  thy  bosom  press  d? 
This  breast,  which  once,  in  vain  I  you  liked  so  well; 
Where  the  Loves  play'd,  and  where  the  Muses  dweU. 
Alasl  the  Muses  now  no  more  inspire. 
Untuned  my  lute,  and  silent  is  my  lyre. 
My  languid  numbers  have  forgot  to  flow, 
And  fancy  sinks  beneath  the  weight  of  woe. 
Ye  Lesbian  virgins,  and  ye  Lesbian  dames, 
Themes  of  my  verse,  and  subjects  of  my  flames, 
No  more  your  groves  with  my  glad  songs  shall  ring, 
No  more  these  hands  shall  touch  the  trembling  string; 
My  Phaon  's  fled,  and  I  those  arts  resign— 
(Wretch  that  1  am,  to  call  that  Phaon  mine  I) 
.  Return,  fair  youth,  return,  and  bring  along 
Joy  to  my  soul,  and  vigour  to  my  song : 
Absent  from  thee,  the  poet's  flame  expires ; 
But  ah !  how  fiercely  burn  the  lover's  fires ! 
Gods !  can  no  prayers,  no  sighs,  no  numbers  move 
One  savage  heart,  or  teach  it  how  to  love  ? 
The  winds  my  prayers,  my  sighs,  my  numbers  bear. 
The  flying  winds  have  lost  them  all  in  air  I 
Or  when,  alas !  shall  more  auspicious  galea 
To  these  fond  eyes  restore  thy  welcome  sails! 
If  you  return— ah  why  these  long^delays? 
Poor  Sappho  dies  while  careless  rhaou  staj^ 
Oh  launch  the  bark,  nor  fear  the  watery  plain ; 
Venus  for  thee  shall  smooth  her  native  main. 
Oh  launch  thy  bark,  secure  of  prosperous  galea 
Cupid  for  thee  shall  spread  the  swelling  savls. 


^Si^Tlt 


If  not  from  Phaon  I  must,  hope  for  ease, 
Ah,  let  iiiB  necli  it  fiiiai  liie  r.ising  fcas : 
To  ra«iii<  sens  uiinitied  I  '11  remove, 
And  either  ceaw  to  live  or  cease  to  love. 

—aap}iho  to  Phaon,  rayc  41 T 
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If  you  will  fly — (yet  ah !  what  cause  can  be, 
Too  cruel  youth,  that  you  should  fly  from  me?) 
If  not  from  Phaon  I  must  hope  for  ease. 
Ah,  let  me  seek  it  from  the  raging  seaa  r 
To  raging  seas  unpitied  I  '11  remove, 
Aad  either  cease  to  lire  or  cease  to  lore  I 
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EPITAPHS. 


Ela  saltern  aoumulem  donio,  et  fungar  inani 
Munera  i  Vibo. 


ON   CHARLES  EARL   OP  DORSE?, 

IN  THE  CHUBCH  OV  WITHTAM  IN  SUSSEX. 

DoBSBT,  the  grace  of  courts^  the  Musea'  pride. 

Patron  of  arts,  and  judge  of  nature,  died. 

The  scourge  of  pride,  though  sanctified  or  great^ 

Of  fops  in  learning,  and  of  knayes  in  state : 

Yet  soft  his  nature,  though  severe  his  lay, 

His  anger  moral,  and  his  wisdom  gay. 

Blest  satirist  I  who  touch'd  the  mean  so  true. 

As  shew'd  vice  had  his  hate  and  pity  too. 

Blest  courtier  1  who  could  king  and  country  please. 

Yet  sacred  keep  his  friendships  %nd  his  ease. 

Blest  peer  I  his  great  forefathers'  every  grace 

Reflecting,  and  reflected  in  his  race ; 

Where  other  Buckhdests,  other  DoKSExa  shine, 

And  patriots  still,  or  poets,  deck  the  line. 


ON  SIR  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL, 

ONE  OF  THE  PRlNOIPAIi  BEOBETABIES  OF  STATE  TO  KINO 
•WILUAM  lU.,  WHO  HAVING  RESIGNED  HIS  PLACE,  DIED  IN 
HIS  BETIUEMENT  AT  BASTHAMSTED,  IN  BEBK3HIHB.  1716. 

A  PLEASING  form ;  a  firm,  yet  cautious  mind  ; 
Sincere,  though  prudent;  constant,  yet  resign'd: 
Honour  unchanged,  a  principle  prof  est, 
Fix'd  to  one  side,  but  moderate  to  the  rest : 
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A  n  honest  courtier,  yet  a  patriot  too ; 

Just  to  Ilia  prince,  and  to  hia  country  true  t 

Fill'd  with  the  sense  of  age,  the  fire  of  youth, 

A  scorn  of  wrangling,  yet  a  zeal  for  truth: 

A  generous  faith,  from  superstition  free; 

A  love  to  peace,  and  hate  of  tyranny ; 

Such  this  man  was ;  who  now,  from  earth  removed, 

At  length  enjoys  that  liberty  he  loved. 
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in. 
ON  GENERAL  HENRY  WITHERS, 

IN  WESTMINSTKB  kBBKY,  1729. 

Hebs,  Withers,  rest  I  thou  bravest,  gentlest  mind. 

Thy  country's  friend,  but  more  of  human  kind. 

O  born  to  arms  1  0  worth  in  youth  approved ! 

0  soft  humanity,  in  age  beloved  I 

For  thee  the  hardy  veteran  drops  a  tear. 

And  the  gay  courtier  feels  the  sigh  sincere. 

WiTHBBS,  adieu !  yet  not  with  thee  remove 
Thy  martial  spirit,  or  thy  social  love  I 
Amidst  corruption,  luxury,  and  rage, 
Still  leave  some  ancient  virtues  to  our  age  : 
Nor  let  us  say  (those  English  glories  gone) 
The  last  true  Briton  lies  beneath  this  stone. 


IV. 

ON  JAMES  CEAGOS,  Esq., 

IN  WESTMINSTBB  ABBEY. 

Statesman,  yet  friend  to  truth  I  of  soul  sincere. 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ! 
Who  broke  no  promise,  served  no  private  end, 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend  ; 
Ennobled  by  himself,  by  all  approved. 
Praised,  wept,  and  honour'd,  by  the  muse  he  loved. 


INTENDED  FOR  MR  ROWB, 

IN  WBSTMIN8TKR  ABBET. 

Thy  reliqaes,  Rowe,  to  this  fair  urn  we  trust, 
And  sacred,  place  by  Drydkn's  awful  dust : 
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Beneath  a  rude  and  namelees  stone  he  lies, 
To  -which  thy  tomb  shall  guide  inquiring  eyea. 
Peace  to  thy  gentle  shade,  and  endless  rest! 
Blest  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  blest  I 
One  grateful  woman  to  thy  fame  supplies 
What  a  whole  thankleea  land  to  his  denies. 


VI. 

ON  MRS  COBBET, 

WHO  DIBD  OF  ▲  CANCEB  IN  HBE  BBBAST. 

Hbbb  rests  a  womat       od  without  pretence, 
Blest  with  plain  reasca,  and  with  sober  sense; 
No  conquest  she,  but  o'er  herself,  desired. 
No  arts  essay'd,  but  not  to  ba  admired. 
Passion  and  pride  were  to  her  soul  unknown, 
Convinced  that  virtue  only  is  our  own. 
So  unaffected,  so  composed  a  mind ; 
So  firm,  yet  soft;  so  strong,  yet  so  refined; 
Heaven,  as  its  purest  gold,  by  tortures  tned ! 
The  saint  sustaiu'd  it,— but  the  woman  died. 


■vn. 

ON  THE  MONUMENT  OP  THE  HON.  ROBERT  DIG  BY, 
AND  OP  Hia  SISTER  MARY. 

BBKCXSD  BY  THEIR  FATHEB,  LOBD  DIGBT,  IN  THE  CHURCH  OF 
SHEBBOBNE,  IN  DOBSBTSHIBB,  1727. 

Go !  fair  example  of  untainted  youth, 

Of  modest  wisdom  and  pacific  truth : 

Compo;  od  in  sufferings,  and  in  joy  sedate, 

Good  without  noise,  without  pretension  great. 

JuBt  of  tby  word,  in  every  thought  sincere. 

Who  knew  no  wish  but  what  the  world  might  hear : 

Of  Boftest  manners,  unafi'ected  mind, 

Lover  of  peace,  and  friend  of  human  kind  : 

Go  live  I  for  Heaven's  eternal  year  is  thine, 

Go,  and  exalt  thy  mortal  to  divine. 

And  thou,  bleat  maid  !  attendant  on  his  doom, 
Pensive  hast  follow'd  to  the  silent  tomb, 
Steer'd  the  same  course  to  the  same  quiet  shore, 
Not  parted  long,  and  now  to  part  no  more ! 
Go,  then,  whore  only  bliss  sincere  is  known  ! 
Go,  where  to  lovo  and  to  enjoy  are  one  1 
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Yet  take  these  tears,  mortality's  relief, 
And  till  we  share  your  joys,  forgive  our  grief: 
These  little  rites,  a  stone,  a  verse,  receive; 
•Tis  all  a  father,  all  a  friend  can  give ! 


vm. 
ON  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

IN  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY,  1723. 

Knelleb,  by  Heaven  and  not  a  master  taught, 
Whose  art  was  Nature,  and  whose  pictures  Thought ; 
Now  for  two  ages  having  snatch'd  from  fate 
Whate'er  was  beauteous,  or  whate'er  was  great. 
Lies  crown'd  with  princes'  honours,  poets'  lays, 
Due  to  his  merit,  and  bravo  thirst  of  praise. 

Living,  great  Nature  fear'd  he  might  outvie 
Her  works;  and,  dying,  fears  herself  may  die. 


x 

ON  THE  HON.  SIMON  HARCOURT, 

ONLY  SON  OP  THE  LOUD  CHANCELLOR  HABOOUBT ;   AT  THE  CHURCH 
OF  STANTON-HAROOURT,  IN  OXFORDSHIRE,  1720. 

To  this  sad  shrine,  whoe'er  thou  art  I  draw  near. 
Here  lies  the  friend  most  loved,  the  son  most  dear  : 
Who  ne'er  knew  joy,  but  friendship  might  divide, 
Or  gave  his  father  grief  but  when  he  died. 

How  vain  is  reason,  eloquence  how  weak  1 
If  Pope  must  tell  what  Haroourt  cannot  speak. 
Oh  let  thy  once-loved  friend  inscribe  thy  stone, 
And,  with  a  father's  sorrows,  mix  his  own  1 


X. 

ON  EDMUND  DUKE  OP  BUCKINGHAM, 

WHO    DIED    IN    THE    NINETEENTH    YEAR    OF    HIS    AOE,    1786. 

If  modest  youth,  with  cool  reflectiovi  crown'd, 
And  every  opening  virtue  blooming  round, 
Could  save  a  parent's  justost  pride  from  fate. 
Or  add  one  patriot  to  a  sinking  state; 
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This  weeping  marble  had  not  ask'd  thy  tear, 
Or  Badly  told,  how  many  hopes  lie  here ! 
The  living  virtue  now  had  shone  approved, 
The  senate  heard  him,  and  his  country  loved. 
Yet  softer  honours  and  less  noisy  fame 
Attend  the  shade  of  gentle  Buckingham  : 
In  whom  a  race,  for  courage  fani'ed  and  art. 
Ends  in  a  milder  merit  of  the  heart; 
And  chiefs  or  sages  long  to  Britain  given, 
Fays  the  last  tribute  of  a  saint  to  heaven. 


XI. 

FOR  ONE  WHO  WOULD  NOT  BE  BURIED  IN 
WESTMINSTER  ABBEY. 

Heroes  and  Kmos  1  your  distance  keep : 
In  peace  let  one  poor  poet  sleep, 
Who  never  flatter'd  folks  like  you : 
Let  Horace  blush,  and  Virgil  too. 

xn. 

THE  SAME. 

Undkb  this  marble,  or  under  this  sill, 
Or  under  this  turf,  or  e'en  what  they  will ; 
Whatever  an  heir,  or  a  friend  in  his  stead, 
Or  any  good  creature  siiall  lay  o'er  my  head, 
Lies  one  who  ne'er  cared,  and  still  cares  not  a  pin 
What  they  said,  or  may  say,  of  the  mortal  within : 
But,  who  living  and  dying,  serene  still  and  free, 
Trusts  in  God,  that  as  well  as  he  was,  he  shall  be. 


xni. 
ON   MR  ELIJAH   PENTON, 

AT  KASTHAMSTED,  IN  BIBK3,  1780. 

This  modest  stone,  what  few  vain  marbles  can, 

May  truly  say, — Here  lies  an  honest  man : 

A  poet,  blest  beyond  the  poet's  fate. 

Whom  Heaven  kept  sacred  from  the  proud  and  great ; 

Foe  to  loud  praise,  and  friend  to  learned  ease. 

Content  with  science  in  the  vale  of  peace. 

Calmly  he  look'd  on  either  life,  and  here 

Saw  nothing  to  regret,  or  there  to  fear; 

From  Nature's  temperate  feast  rose  satisfied,       , 

Thank'd  Heaven  that  ho  had  lived,  and  that  he  died. 


EPITAPHS.  *23 


xir. 
ON  ME  GAY, 

IN  VrESTMINSTEK  ABBEY,  1729. 

Of  manners  gentle,  of  affections  mild ; 
In  wit,  a  man ;  simplicity,  a  child : 
With  native  humour  tempering  virtuous  rage, 
Form'd  to  delight  at  once  and  lash  the  age. 
Above  temptation,  in  a  low  estate. 
And  uncorrupted  even  among  the  great; 
A  safe  companion,  and  an  easy  friend, 
Unblamed  through  life,  lamented  in  thy  end. 
These  are  thy  honours !  not  that  here  thy  bust 
la  mix'd  with  heroes,  or  with  kings  thy  dust ; 
But  that  the  worthy  and  the  good  shall  say, 
Striking  their  pensive  bosoms— if  ere  lies  Gat. 


XV. 

INTENDED  FOR  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON, 

IN  VTESTUINSTEB  ABBET. 

ISAAOUS    NEWTONUS: 

Quern  Immortalem 

Testantur  Tempus,  Natura,  Codum : 

Mortalem 

Hoc  marmor  fatetur. 

Nature  and  Nature's  laws  lay  hid  in  night : 
God  said,  Let  Newton  he!  and  all  was  light 

XVI. 

ON  DR  FRANCIS  ATTERBURY, 

BISHOP  07  ROCHESTEB, 

WHO  DIED  IN  EXILE  AT  PABIS,  1732,  (hI8  ONLY  DAUGHTER  HAVINa 
EXMllBD  IN  HIS  AEM3  IMMEDIATELY  AFTEB  SUB  ABEIVBD  IN 
FEANUE  TO  SEE  HIM.) 

SHE. 

Yes,  we  have  lived— one  pang,  and  then  we  part  I 
May  Heaven,  dear  father  1  now  have  all  thy  heart. 
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Tet,  ah  I  haw  once  we  loved,  remember  still. 
Till  you  are  dust  like  me. 

HB. 

Dear  shade  I  I  will : 
Then  nix  this  dost  with  ihine^O  spotless  ghost  t 
Oh  more  than  fortune,  friends,  or  country  lost  1 
Is  there  on  earth  one  care,  one  wish  beside? 
Yea— Save  my  Counxet,  Heaven, 

•—He  »aid,  and  die4 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


PROLOGUE  TO  MR  ADDISON'S  TRAGEDY  OP  CATO. 

To  wake  the  soul  by  tender  strokes  of  art, 

To  raise  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart. 

To  make  mankind,  in  conscious  virtue  bold, 

Live  o'er  each  scene,  and  be  what  they  behold : 

For  this  the  Tragic  Muse  first  trod  the  stage, 

Commanding  tears  to  .stream  through  every  age; 

Tyrants  no  more  their  savage  nature  kept. 

And  foes  to  virtue  wonder'd  how  they  wept. 

Our  author  shuns  by  vulgar  springs  to  move 

The  hero's  glory  or  the  virgin's  love ; 

In  pitying  love,  we  but  our  weakness  show, 

And  wild  ambition  well  deserves  its  woe. 

Here  tears  shall  flow  from  a  more  generous  cause. 

Such  tears  as  patriots  shed  for  dying  laws ; 

He  bids  your  breasts  with  ancient  ardour  rise. 

And  calls  forth  Roman  drops  from  British  eyes. 

Virtue  confess'd  in  human  shape  he  draws. 

What  Plato  thought,  and  godlike  Cato  was : 

No  common  object  to  your  sight  displays, 

But  what  with  pleasure  Heaven  itself  surveys, — 

A  brave  man  struggling  in  the  storms  of  fate, 

And  greatly  falling  with  a  falling  st^^te. 

While  Cato  gives  his  little  senate  laws, 

What  bosom  beats  not  in  his  couutry'h  cause? 

Who  sees  him  act,  but  envies  every  deed  ? 

Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wish  to  bleed  f 

Even  when  proud  Csesar,  'midst  triumphal  cars, 

Ignobly  vain,  and  impotently  great, 
Shew'd  Rome  her  Cato's  figure  drawn  in  state ; 
As  her  dead  father's  reverend  image  pass'd. 
The  pomp  was  darken'd,  and  the  day  o'ercast ; 
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The  triumph  ceased,  tears  gush'd  from  every  eye ; 
T  >e  world's  great  victor  pass'd  unheeded  by ; 
Hv '  last  good  man  dejected  Rome  adored, 
Anu  honour'd  Cseaar  'a  less  than  Cato's  sword. 

Briiuns,  attend !  be  worth  like  this  approved. 
And  shew  you  have  the  virtue  to  be  moved. 
With  honest  scorn  the  first  famed  Cato  view'd 
Kome  learning  arts  from  Greece,  whom  she  subiueJ ; 
Your  scene  precariously  subsists  too  long 
On  French  translation,  and  Italian  song. 
Dare  to  have  sense  yourselves;  assert  the  stage. 
Be  justly  warm'd  with  your  own  native  rage : 
Such  plays  alone  should  win  a  British  ear, 
As  Cato's  self  had  not  disdain'd  to  hear. 


A   PROLOaTJE 

TO  A  KAT  FOB  ME  DENNIS'S  BENEFIT  IN  1733,  WHEN   HE  WAS  OLD, 
BLIND,  AND  IN  OBEAT  DISTBESS,  A  LITILB  BEFOHB  HIS  DEATH. 

As  when  that  hero,  who  in  each  campaign 
Had  braved  the  Ooth,  and  many  a  Vandal  slain, 
Lay  fortune-struck,  a  spectacle  of  woe  ! 
Wept  by  each  friend,  forgiven  by  every  foe  j 
Was  there  a  generous,  a  reflecting  mind. 
But  pitied  Belisakios  old  and  blind  ? 
Was  there  a  chief  but  melted  at  the  sight? 
A  common  soldier,  but  who  clubb'd  his  mite  T 
Such,  such  emotions  should  in  Britons  rise. 
When  press'd  by  want  and  weakness  Dennis  lies; 
JDennis,  who  long  had  warr'd  with  modern  HunSf 
Their  quibbles  routed,  and  defied  their  puns; 
A  desperate  bulwark,  sturdy,  firm,  and  fierce. 
Against  the  QotJUc  sons  of  frozen  verse : 
How  changed  from  him  who  made  the  boxes  groan^ 
And  shook  the  stage  with  thunders  all  his  own  I 
Stood  up  to  dash  each  vain  pbetender's  hope. 
Maul  the  French  tyrant,  or  pul)  down  the  popb  I 
If  there  'b  a  Briton  then,  true  bred  and  born, 
Who  holds  dmsoouR  and  wooden  shoes  in  scorn : 
if  there  'a  a  critic  of  distinguish'd  rage; 
H  there's  a  senior  who  contemns  this  age ; 
Let  him  to-night  his  jubt  assistance  lend, 
And  be  the  critic's,  Briton^  old  man's  friend. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 
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EPILOGUE  TO  MR  ROWE'S  «  JANE  SHORE." 

PaoDiGiocB  this  !  the  frail  one  of  our  play 

Yvom  her  own  sex  should  mercy  find  to-day  I 

You  might  have  held  the  pretty  head  aside, 

Peep'd  in  your  fans,  been  serious,  thus,  and  cried, 

The  play  may  pass — but  that  strange  creature.  Shore, 

I  can't — indeed  now — I  bo  hate  a  whore — 

Just  as  a  blockhead  rubs  his  thoughtless  skull, 

And  thanks  his  stars  he  was  not  born  a  fool ; 

So  from  a  sister  sinner  you  shall  hear, 

"  How  strangely  you  expose  yourself,  my  dear  I" 

But  let  me  die,"  all  raillery  apart, 

Our  sex  are  still  forgiving  at  their  heart; 

And,  did  not  wicked  custom  so  contrive. 

We'd  be  the  best,  good-natured  things  alive. 

There  are,  tis  true,  who  tell  another  tale. 
That  virtuous  ladies  envy  while  they  rail ; 
Such  rage  without  betrays  the  fire  within ; 
In  some  close  corner  of  the  soul,  they  sin; 
Still  hoarding  up,  most  scandalously  nice, 
Amidst  their  virtues  a  reserve  of  vice. 
The  godly  dame,  who  fleshly  failings  damns, 
Scolds  with  her  maid,  or  with  her  chaplain  crams. 
Would  you  enjoy  soft  nights  and  solid  dinners  ? 
'Faith,  gallants,  board  with  saints,  and  bed  with  sinners. 

Well,  if  our  author  in  the  wife  offends, 
He  has  a  husband  that  will  make  amends : 
He  draws  him  gentle,  tender,  and  forgiving. 
And  sure  such  kind  good  creatures  may  be  living. 
In  days  of  old,  they  pardon'd  breach  of  vows. 
Stem  Cato's  self  was  no  relentless  spouse : 
Plu — Plutarch,  what 's  his  name,  that  writes  his  life  ? 
Tells  us,  that  Cato  dearly  loved  his  wife : 
Yet,  if  a  friend,  a  night  or  so,  should  need  her. 
He'd  recommend  her  a;?  a  special  breeder. 
To  lend  a  wife,  few  here  would  scruple  make, 
But,  pray,  which  of  you  all  would  taibe  her  back  ? 
Though  with  the  stoic  chief  our  stage  may  ring, 
The  stoic  husband  was  the  glorious  thing. 
The  man  had  courage,  was  a  sage,  'tis  true, 
And  loved  his  country, — but  what  'a  that  to  you  ? 
Those  strange  examples  ne'er  were  made  to  fit  ye. 

There,  many  an  honest  man  may  copy  Cato, 
Who  ne'er  saw  naked  sword,  or  look'd  in  Plato. 

If,  after  all,  you  think  it  a  disgrace, 
That  Edward  B  Miss  thus  perks  it  in  your  face; 
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To  see  a  piece  of  failing  flesh  and  blood, 

In  all  the  rest  so  impudently  good ; 

Faith,  let  the  modest  matrons  of  the  town 

Come  here  in  crowds,  and  stare  the  strumpet  down. 


THE   BASSET-TABLE. 

AN  ECLOGUE. 

OARDEUA.     BUILINBA. 
CARDELIA. 

The  basset-table  spread,  the  talUer  come  ; 
Why  stays  Smilinda  in  the  dressing-room  ? 
Eise,  pensive  nymph,  the  tallier  waits  for  you  I 

BMItlNDA. 

Ah,  madam,  since  my  Shabper  is  untrue, 
I  joyless  make  my  once  adored  ^ZpcM. 
I  saw  him  stand  behind  Ombbelia's  chair. 
And  whisper  with  that  soft,  deluding  air, 
And  those  feign'd  sighs  which  cheat  the  listening  fair. 

OABDELIA. 

Is  this  the  cause  of  your  romantic  strains? 
A  mightier  grief  my  heavy  heart  sustains. 
As  you  by  love,  so  I  by  fortune  cross'd ; 
One,  one  bad  deal,  three  Sejatlevaa  have  lost. 

SMILINDA. 

Is  that  the  grief  which  you  compare  with  mine  t 
With  ease,  the  smiles  of  fortune  I  resign : 
Would  all  my  gold  in  one  bad  deaZ  were  gone  I 
Were  lovely  Shaepbb  mine,  and  mine  alone. 

OABDELIA. 

A  lover  lost,  is  but  a  common  care : 
And  prudent  nymphs  against  that  change  prepare  : 
The  Knavb  of  Clubs  thrice  lost  1  Oh  1  who  could  cucss 
XIII3  lauu  ecrose,  xnin  uut0i6e6eii  <ii«iiir6tia  ? 

bhiunda. 
Sec  Bettt  Lovet  ?  very  <i.  j^ropos, 
She  all  the  cares  of  love  and  j?Zay  ^ocs  know : 


MISCEILLANEOTJS. 

Dear  Bimnr  shall  the  important  point  decide ; 
Bbttt,  who  oft  the  pain  of  each  has  tried ; 
Impartial,  she  shall  say  who  suffers  most, 
By  cards"  ill  usage,  or  by  lovers  lost. 

LOVET. 

Tell,  tell  your  griefs;  attentive  will  I  stay, 
Though  time  is  precious,  and  I  want  some  tea. 

OABDEUA. 

Behold  this  equipage,  by  Mathers  wrought, 
With  fifty  guineas  (a  great  pen'orth)  bought. 
See  on  the  toothpick  Mars  and  Cupid  strive ; 
And  both  the  struggling  figures  seem  alive. 
Upon  the  bottom  shines  the  queen's  bright  face  ; 
A  myrtle  foliage  round  the  thimble-case. 
Jove,  Jove  himself,  does  on  the  scissors  shine; 
The  metal  and  the  workmanship  divine  1 

SMILINDA. 

This  «nttjf-6oa!,— once  the  pledge  of  Sharpbe's  love, 
When  rival  beauties  for  the  present  strove : 
At  Oorticelli's  he  the  raffle  won ; 
Then  first  his  passion  was  in  public  shown  : 
Hazabdia  blush'd,  and  turn'd  her  head  aside, 
A  rival's  envy  (all  in  vain)  to  hide. 
This  snuff-box— on  the  hinge  see  brilliants  shine: 
This  snuff-box  will  1  stake ;  the  prize  is  mine. 

OABDEMA. 

Alas !  far  lesser  losses  than  I  bear, 
Have  made  a  soldier  sigh,  a  lover  swear. 
And  oh !  what  makes  the  disappointment  hard, 
'Twas  my  own  lord  that  drew  the  fatal  card. 
In  complaisance,  I  took  the  queen  he  gave; 
Though  my  own  secret  wish  was  for  the  knave. 
The  knave  won  Sonica,  which  I  had  chose ; 
And  the  next  pull,  my  Sep'.leva  1  loss. 

SMTLIKDA. 

But  ah !  what  aggravates  the  killing  smart, 
The  cruel  thought  that  stabs  me  to  the  heart; 
This  cursed  Ombrelia.  this  undoing  fair. 
By  whoso  vile  arts  this  heavy  grieJE  i  bear; 
She,  at  whose  name  I  shed  these  spiteful  tears. 
She  owes  to  me  the  very  charms  she  wears. 
An  awkward  thing,  when  first  she  came  to  town ; 
Her  shape  unfashion'd,  and  her  face  unknown  : 
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She  was  my  friend :  I  taught  her  first  to  spread 
Upon  her  sallow  cheeks  enlivening  red : 
I  introduced  her  to  the  park  and  playg ; 
And  by  my  interest^  Cozena  made  her  stays. 
Ungrateful  wretch,  with  mimic  aira  grown  pert. 
She  dares  to  steal  my  fav'rite  lover's  heart. 

OABDELIA. 

Wretch  that  I  was,  how  often  have  I  swore, 
When  Winnall  tallied,  I  would  punt  no  more  ? 
I  knew  the  bite,  yet  to  my  ruin  run ; 
And  see  the  folly  which  I  cannot  shun. 

BUILINDA. 

How  many  maids  have  Sharpeb's  vows  deceived 
How  many  cursed  the  moment  they  believed  ? 
Yet  his  known  falsehoods  could  no  warning  prove  : 
Ah  I  what  is  warning  to  a  maid  in  love  f 

CABDELIA. 

But  of  what  marble  must  that  breast  be  form'd, 
To  gaze  on  Basset,  and  remain  unwarm'd  ? 
When  kings,  queens,  knaves,  are  set  in  decent  rank; 
Exposed  in  glorious  heaps  the  tempting  bank. 
Guineas,  half-guineas,  all  the  shining  train, 
The  winner's  pleasure,  and  the  loser's  pain : 
In  bright  confusion  open  rouleaus  lie. 
They  strike  the  soul,  and  glitter  in  the  eye. 
Fired  by  the  sight,  all  reason  I  disdain ; 
My  passions  rise,  and  will  not  bear  the  rein. 
Look  upon  Basset,  you  who  reason  boast. 
And  see  if  reason  must  not  there  be  lost. 

SMII/IIfDA. 

What  more  than  marble  must  that  heart  compose, 
Can  hearken  coldly  to  my  Shabfeb's  vows  ? 
Then,  when  he  trembles  1  when  his  blushes  rise  t 
When  awful  love  seems  melting  in  his  eyes ! 
With  eager  beats  his  Mechlin  cravat  moves  : 
He  loves, — I  whisper  to  myself  He  loves! 
Such  unfeign'd  passion  iu  his  looks  appears, 
I  lose  dl  memory  of  my  former  fears ; 
My_  panting  heart  confesses  all  his  charud, 
I  yield  at  once,  and  sink  into  his  arms : 
Think  of  that  moment,  you  who  prudence  boast; 
For  such  a  moment,  prudence  well  were  lost. 

OABDELIA. 

At  the  Oroom-Porter'a  batter'd  bullies  play. 
Some  DUKES  at  Mai'y-ione  bowl  time  away. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

But  who  the  bowl  or  rattling  dice  compares 
To  JJasaeCa  heavenly  joys  and  pleasing  cares? 

8MILINDA. 

Soft  SiHPUCETA  doats  upon  a  beau ; 
Pbudina  likes  a  man,  and  laughs  at  show. 
Their  several  graces  in  my  Shabpeb  meet ; 
Strong  as  the  footman,  as  the  master  sweet. 

IiOVBT. 

Cease  your  contention,  which  has  been  too  long ; 
I  grow  impatient,  and  the  tea 's  too  strong. 
Attend  and  yield  to  what  I  now  decide ; 
The  equipage  shall  grace  Smilinda's  side; 
The  snuff-box  to  Cakdelia  I  decree, 
Now  leave  complaining,  and  begin  your  tea. 
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YERBATIM  FROM  BOILEAIT. 

Tin  jour,  dit  un  aiiteur,eto. 

Oncb  (says  an  author,  where  I  need  not  say) 
Two  travellers  found  an  oyster  in  their  way; 
Both  fierce,  both  hungry;  the  dispute  grew  strong; 
While  scale  in  hand  Dame  Justice  pass'd  along. 
Before  her  each  with  clamour  pleads  the  laws, 
Explain'd  the  matter,  and  would  win  the  cause. 
Dame  Justice  weighing  long  the  doubtful  right. 
Takes,  opens,  swallows  it,  before  their  sight. 
The  cause  of  strife  removed  so  rarely  well. 
There,  take  (says  Justice,)  take  ye  each  a  ahell. 
We  thrive  at  Westminster  on  fools  like  yoii: 
'Twas  a  fat  oyster — Live  in  peace — Adieu. 


ANSWER  TO  THE  FOLLOWING  QUESTION   0? 
MRS  HOW. 

What  is  prddeby  ? 

'Tis  a  beldam. 
Seen  with  wit  and  beauty  seldom. 
'Tis  a  fear  that  starts  at  shadows ; 
*Tis  (no  'tisnt)  like  Miss  Meadow.'. 
'Tis  a  virgin  hard  of  feature. 
Old,  and  void  of  all  good-nature ; 
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Lean  and  fretf  il,  would  seem  wise; 
Yet  plays  the  fool  before  she  dies, 
"lis  an  ugly  envious  shrew, 
That  rails  at  dear  Lej>€ll  and  you. 


OCCASIO^^ED  BY  SOME  VEESES  OF  HIS  GRACE  THE 
DUKE  OP  BUCKINGHAM. 

McsB,  'tis  enough :  at  length  thy  labour  ends. 
And  thou  shalt  live,  for  Buckinohah  commends. 
Let  crowds  of  critics  now  my  verse  assail. 
Let  Dennis  write,  and  nameless  numbers  rsil : 
This  more  than  pays  whole  years  of  thankless  pain, 
Time,  health,  and  fortune  are  not  lost  iA  vain. 
Shktfibxd  approves,  consenting  Phoebus  bends, 
And  I  and  Malice  from  this  hour  are  friends. 


MACEE: 


▲  CHABAOTEB. 


When  simple  Macer,  now  of  high  renown, 
First  sought  a  poet's  fortune  in  the  town, 
'Twas  all  the  ambition  his  high  soul  could  feel, 
To  wear  red  stockings,  and  to  dine  with  Steele. 
Suiao  ends  of  verse  his  betters  might  afford. 
And  gave  the  harmless  fellow  a  good  word. 
Set  up  with  these,  he  ventured  on  the  town. 
And  with  a  borrow'd  play,  outdid  poor  Crown. 
There  he  stopp'd  short,  nor  since  has  writ  a  tittle. 
But  has  the  wit  to  make  the  most  of  little : 
Like  stunted  hide-bound  trees,  that  just  have  got 
Sufficient  sap  at  once  to  bear  and  rot. 
Now  he  begs  verse,  and  what  he  gets  commends. 
Not  of  the  wits  his  foes,  but  fools  his  friends. 


TO  MR  JOEX'  .WC»0R15, 

INVENTOB  OF  THE  OEL'^':^    "x)  v        3I-P0WDEL. 

How  much,  egregious  Moore,  are  we 
Deceived  by  shows  and  forms  I . 

"Whate'er  we  think,  whate'er  we  see, 
All  humankind  are  worms, 
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raOELLANBOUO. 

Man  is  a  ver    wonn  by  birth, 

Vile,  repti    ,  wctJc,  and  vain  I 
Awhile  he  crawls  upon  the  earth, 

Then  Bh;  nks  to  earlL  ^gain. 

That  woman  is  a  worm,  we  find 

E'er  since  our  gran'ame's  evil ; 
She  first  conversed  wIlU  her  own  kind, 

That  ancient  worm  the  deviL 

The  learn'd  themselves  we  book-worms  name, 

The  blockhead  is  a  slow-worm ; 
The  nymph  whose  tail  is  all  on  flame 

Is  aptly  term'd  a  glow-worm. 

The  fops  are  painted  butterflies. 

That  flutter  for  a  day ; 
First  from  a  worm  they  take  their  rise, 

And  in  a  worm  decay. 

The  flatterer  an  earwig  grows  : 

Thus  worms  suit  all  conditions ; 
Misers  are  muck-worms,  silk-worms  beans. 

And  death-watches  physicians. 

That  statesmen  have  the  worm,  is  seen 

By  all  their  winding  play ; 
Their  conscience  is  a  worm  within, 

Ttiat  guaws  them  night  and  day. 

Ah,  Mioore!  thy  skill  were  well  employ'd, 

And  greater  gain  would  rise, 
K  thou  couldst  make  the  courtier  void 

The  worm  that  never  dies  I 

0  learned  friend  of  Abchurch-lane, 

Who  sett'st  our  entrails  free ! 
Vain  is  thy  art,  thy  powder  vain, 

Since  worms  shall  eat  even  thee.  ^ 

Oar  fate  thou  only  canst  a^ourn 

Some  few  short  years,  no  more ! 
Even  Button's  wits  to  worms  shall  turn, 

Who  maggots  were  before. 
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SONG, 

BY  A  PEESON  OP  QTTAIJTT. 

^TRrrraasr  rsr  the  teab  1738. 

Flihtkbinq  spread  thy  purple  pinionii^ 
Qentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart, 

I  a  slare  in  thy  dominions; 
Nature  must  give  way  to  art. 

Mild  Arcadians,  erer  blooming, 
Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flock% 

See  my  weary  days  consuming. 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddess  weeping, 
Moum'd  Adonis,  darling  j'outh  t 

Him  the  boar,  in  silence  creeping, 
Qored  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  nnmberB; 

Fair  Discretion,  string  the  lyre; 
Soothe  my  ever-waking  slumbers ; 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 
Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains. 

Lead  me  to  the  crystal  mirrors. 
Watering  soft  Elysian  plains. 

Mournful  cypress,  verdant  willow. 
Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 

Morpheus  hovering  o'er  my  pillow. 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  rows. 

Melancholy  smooth  Ma;ander, 

Swiftly  purling  in  a  round, 
On  thy  margin  lovers  wander. 

With  thy  flowery  chaplets  crown'd. 

Thus  when  Philomela,  drooping, 
Softly  seeks  her  silent  mate, 

r------  vuv  viiu  ui  i,-Zt7tV  BWUpiUg; 

Mdody  resigns  to  fat«. 
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OK  A  CERTAIN  LADY  AT  COUET. 

I  KNOW  the  thing  that  'g  most  uncommon  ; 

(Envy  be  silent,  and  attend  1) 
I  know  a  reasonable  woman, 

Handsome  and  witty,  yet  a  friend. 

Not  warp'd  by  passion,  awed  by  rumour. 
Not  grave  through  pride,  or  gay  through  folly; 

An  equal  mixture  of  good-humour, 
And  sensible  soft  melancholy. 

"  Has  she  no  faults  then,  (Envy  says,)  sir?" 

Yes,  she  has  one,  I  must  aver ; 
When  all  the  world  conspires  to  praise  her,— . 

The  woman's  deaf,  and  does  not  hear. 


ON  HIS  GROTTO  AT  TWICKENHAM, 

OOMPOSBD  OB-  MABBLES,  SPARS,  OEMS,  OHES,  AND  MINBBAIS. 

Thou  who  shalt  stop,  where  Thamea'  translucent  wave 
bhines  a  broad  mirror  through  the  shadowy  cave : 
Where  Imgering  drops  from  mineral  roofs  distil. 
And  pointed  crystals  break  the  sparkling  rill, 
Unpolishd  gems  no  ray  on  pride  bestow. 
And  latent  metals  innocently  glow : 
Approach.    Great  Natube  studiously  behold  1 
And  eye  the  mine  without  a  wish  for  gold 
Approach:  but  awful  1    Lo  I  the  iEgerian  grot,     ■ 
«Tu     '  "oWy  P®"8i^e,  St  John  sate  and  thought; 
Where  i?n<w/i  sighs  from  dying  Wyndham  stole. 
And  the  bright  flame  was  shot  through  Mabohmont'b  soul 
Let  such,  such  only,  tread  this  sacred  floor, 
Wbo  dare  to  love  their  country,  and  boj)oor 


TO  MR  GAY, 


WHO  OONQRATtTLATRn  mw  qw  wTiTTp.tTT»T/i  ^f.  — ~~ 


Ah,  friend  I   tis  true— this  t/uth  you  lovers  know- 
in  vain  mjr  structures  rise,  my  gardens  grow. 
In  vain  fair  Thames  reflects  the  double  scenes 
vt  banging  mountains  and  of  sloping  greens; 
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Joy  lives  not  here,  to  happier  seats  it  flies. 
And  only  dwells  where  Wobtlkt  casCe  her  eyes. 

What  are  the  gay  parterre  the  ohedcer'd  shade, 
The  morning  bower,  the  evening  colonnade, 
But  soft  recesses  of  uneasy  minds, 
To  sigh  unheard  in,  to  the  passing  winds! 
Bo  the  struck  deer  in  some  sequester'd  par\> 
Lies  down  to  die,  the  arrow  at  his  heart ; 
He,  stretch'd  anseen  in  coverts  hid  from  day. 
Bleeds  drop  by  drop,  and  pants  his  life  away. 


EOXANA,  OE  THE  DEAWING-ROOM. 

AN  ECLOGUE. 

This  Eclogue  has  by  scire  been  attributed  to  Lady  Mary  Wortloy  Montagu. 

EoxANA,  from  the  Court  returning  late, 
Sigh'd  her  soft  sorrow  at  St  James's  gate : 
Such  heavy  thoughts  lay  brooding  in  her  breast ; 
Not  her  own  chairmen  with  more  weight  opproat  t 
They  curse  the  cruel  weight  they're  doom'd  to  bear,* 
She  in  more  gentle  sounds  express'd  her  care. 

Was  it  for  this,  that  I  these  roses  wear? 
For  this,  new-set  the  jewels  for  my  hair  ? 
Ah,  princess  I  with  what  zeal  have  i  pursued  I 
Almost  forgot  the  duty  of  a  prude. 
This  king,  I  never  could  attend  too  soon ; 
I  miss'd  my  prayers,  to  get  me  dress'd  by  noon. 
For  thee,  ah  I  what  for  thee  did  I  resign  ? 
My  paseions,  pleasures,  all  that  e'er  was  mine : 
I  've  sacrificed  both  modesty  and  ease; 
Left  operas,  and  went  to  filthy  plays : 
Double-entendres  shock'd  my  tender  ear; 
Yet  even  this,  for  thee,  I  choose  to  bear : 
In  glowing  youth,  when  nature  bids  be  gay. 
And  every  joy  of  life  before  me  lay; 
By  honour  prompted,  and  by  pride  restrain'd, 
The  pleasures  of  the  young  my  soul  disdain'd  : 
Sermons  I  sought,  and  with  a  mien  severe, 
Ueuaured  lujr  uoi^uDOuib,  anci  oaiu  aaiijr  pittjror. 
Alas,  how  changed  I  with  this  same  sermon-mien, 
The  filthy  What-d'ye-call  it— 1  have  seen. 
Ah,  royal  princess  I  for  whose  sake  I  lost 
The  reputation,  which  so  dear  had  cost; 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

T,  who  avoided  every  public  place, 

When  bloom  and  beauty  bid  me  shew  my  face, 

Now  near  thee,  constant,  I  each  night  abide. 

With  never-failing  duty  by  my  side ; 

Myself  and  daughters  standing  in  a  row. 

To  all  the  foreigners  a  goodly  show. 

Oft  had  your  drawing-room  been  sadly  thin. 

And  merchants'  wives  close  by  your  side  had  been ; 

Had  I  not  amply  filled  the  empty  place, 

And  saved  your  highness  from  the  dire  disgrace : 

Yet  Cockatilla's  artifice  prevails, 

When  all  my  duty  and  my  merit  fails : 

That  Cockatilla,  whose  deluding  airs 

Corrupts  our  virgins,  and  our  youth  ensnares; 

So  sunk  her  charactcx',  and  lost  her  fame. 

Scarce  visited,  before  your  highness  came; 

Yet  for  the  bed-chamber  'tis  she  you  choose. 

Whilst  zeal,  and  fame,  and  virtue  you  refuse. 

Ah,  worthy  choice;  not  one  of  all  your  train, 

Which  censures  blast  not,  or  dishonours  stain. 

I  know  the  court,  with  all  its  treacherous  wiles, 

The  false  caresses,  and  undoing  smiles. 

Ah,  princess '  learn'd  in  all  the  courtly  arts. 

To  cheat  our  hopes,  and  yet  to  gain  our  hearts. 
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EXTEMPORANEOUS  LINES, 

ON  THE  FIOTDBB  OP  IiADT  MABT  W.  MONTAGU,  BT  KNELLEB. 

The  playful  smiles  around  the  dimpled  mouth, 
That  happy  air  of  majesty  and  truth; 
So  would  1  draw  (but  oh  1  'tis  vain  to  try. 
My  narrow  genius  does  the  power  deny) 
The  equal  lustre  of  the  heavenly  mind. 
Where  every  grace  with  every  virtue  join'd; 
Learning  not  vain,  and  wisdom  not  severe, 
With  greatness  easy,  and  with  wit  sincere ; 
With  just  description  shew  the  work  divine. 
And  the  whole  princess  in  my  work  should  shine. 


TO  LADY  MATIV  WORTT.T'.V  TWnvrPAriTT 


I. 


In  beauty,  or  wit. 
No  mortal  as  yet 
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To  question  your  empire  hoB  dared; 
But  men  of  discerning 
Have  thought  that  in  learning 

To  yield  to  a  lady  was  hard. 

n. 

Impertinent  schools, 

With  musty  dull  rules, 
Have  reading  to  females  denied; 

So  papists  refuse 

The  Bible  to  use. 
Lest  flocks  should  be  wise  as  their  guide. 

hl 

'Twas  a  woman  at  first 
(Indeed  she  was  curst) 

In  knowledge  that  tasted  delight. 
And  sages  agree 
The  laws  should  decree 

To  the  first  possessor  the  right. 

IV. 

Then  bravely,  fair  dame, 
Eesume  the  old  claim, 

Which  to  your  whole  sex  does  belong; 
And  let  men  receive. 
From  a  second  bright  Eve, 

The  knowledge  of  right  and  of  wrong. 

V. 

But  if  the  first  Eve 
Hard  doom  did  receive^ 

When  only  one  apple  had  she. 
What  punishment  new 
Shall  be  found  out  for  you, 

Who  tasting,  have  robb'd  the  whole  treof 


THE  LOOKING-GLASS. 


ON  MBS  FULXBNBT. 


With  scornful  mien,  and  various  toss  of  air, 
Fantastic,  vain,  and  insolently  fair. 
Grandeur  intoxicates  her  giddy  brain, 
She  looks  ambition,  and  she  moves  disdain. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

Far  other  carriage  graced  her  virgin  life. 

But  charming  Guiuley  'g  lost  in  Fultcuey's  wife. 

Not  greater  arrogance  in  him  we  find, 

And  this  conjunction  swells  at  least  her  mind :    - 

Oh  could  the  sire,  renown'd  in  glass,  produce 

One  faithful  mirror  for  his  daughter's  use  1 

Wherein  she  might  her  haughty  errors  tracer 

And  by  reflection  learn  to  mend  her  face : 

The  wonted  sweetness  to  her  form  restore. 

Be  what  she  was,  and  charm  mamdnd  once  more  1 
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A  FAREWELL  TO  LONDOIT. 


m  IBB  TEAB  1719. 


Deab,  dbolii,  distracting  town,  farewell! 

Thy  fools  no  more  I  '11  tease : 
This  year  in  peace,  ye  critics,  dwell. 

Ye  yoBLsa,  sleep  at  ease  1 

To  drink  and  droll  be  Rowe  allow'd 
Till  the  third  watchman's  toll ; 

Let  Jervas  gratis  paint,  and  Frowda 
Save  threepence  and  Im  soul. 

Farewell,  Arbuthnot's  raillery 

On  every  learned  sot; 
And  Garth,  the  best  good  Christian  he, 

Although  he  knows  it  not. 

Lintot,  farewell  I  thy  bard  must  go ; 

Farewell,  unhappy  Tonson  t 
Heaven  gives  thee,  for  thy  loss  of  Rowa^ 

Lean  Philips  and  fat  Johnson". 

Why  should  I  stay  1    Both  parties  rage; 

My  vixen  mistress  squalls ; 
The  wits  in  envious  feuds  engage : 

And  Homer  loudlt  calls. 

The  love  of  arts  lies  cold  and  dead 

In  Halifax's  urn ; 
And  net  one  muse  of  all  he  fed 

Has  yet  the  grace  to  momn. 
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My  friends,  by  turns,  my  friends  confound. 
Betray,  and  are  betray'd  : 

Poor  Y rs  sold  for  fifty  pounds, 

And  B 11  is  a  jade. 

Still  idle,  with  a  busy  air, 

Deep  whimsies  to  contrive; 

The  gayest  valetudinaire. 

Most  thinking  rake  aliTO. 

Solicitous  for  other  ends, 

Though  fond  of  dear  repose ; 

Careless  or  drowsy  with  my  friends. 
And  frolic  with  my  foes. 

Luxurious  lobster-nights,  farewell. 

For  sober,  studious  days  I 
And  Burlington's  delicious  meal, 

For  salads,  tarts,  and  pease  I 

Adieu  to  all  but  Gay  alone. 

Whose  soul,  sincere  and  free, 

Loves  all  mankind,  but  flatters  none. 
And  so  may  starve  with  me. 


THE  FOLLOWING  LINES  WERE  SUNG  BY  DURASTANTI, 
WHEN  SHE  TOOK  HER  LEAVE  OF  THE  ENGLISH 
STAGE. 


(the  WOBDS  WEBB  IN  HASTE  PUT  TOGETHER  BY  MR  POPE,  AT  THE 
BEQUEST  07  THE  EABL  OF  PETERBOBOUaH.) 

Generous,  gay,  and  gallant  nation. 
Bold  in  arms,  and  bright  in  arts ; 

Land  secure  from  all  invasion, — 
All  but  Cupid's  gentle  darts  I 

From  your  charms,  oh  who  would  runi 

Who  would  leave  you  for  the  sun  ? 

Happy  soil,  adieu,  adieu  f 

Let  old  charmers  yield  to  new. 
In  arms,  in  arts,  be  still  more  shining; 

AH  your  joys  be  still  increasing ; 
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All  yoar  tastes  be  still  refining ; 
All  your  jaij  for  ever  ceasing : 
But  let  old  charmers  yield  to  r  ew  :- 
Happy  "^oil,  adieu,  adieu  I 


UPON  THE  DUKE  OP  MARLBOROUGH'S  HOUSE 
AT  WOODSTOCK. 


STANTI, 
NGLISH 


Atria  longa  patent ;  sed  nee  ccenantibos  usquam 
Neo  somno  locus  est :  qu&m  bene  nou  habitas  I 

Mart.  Epig. 

Sbb,  sir,  here 's  the  grand  approach, 
This  way  is  for  his  Grace's  coach ; 
There  lies  the  bridge,  and  here 's  the  clock. 
Observe  the  lion  and  the  cock, 
The  spacious  court,  the  colonnade. 
And  mark  how  wide  the  hall  is  made  t 
The  chimneys  are  so  well  design'd. 
They  never  smoke  in  any  wind. 
This  gallery 's  contrived  for  walking, 
The  windows  to  retire  and  talk  in ; 
The  council-chamber  for  debate. 
And  all  the  rest  are  rooms  of  state. 

Thanks,  sir,  cried  I,  'tis  very  fine. 
But  where  d  'ye  sleep,  or  where  d  'ye  dine  ? 
I  find  by  all  you  have  been  telling, 
That  'tis  a  house,  but  n  :>t  a  dwelling. 


AT  TIIK 


VERSES  LEFT  BY  MR  POPE 


ON  HIS  LTINQ  IN  THB  SAME  BED  WHICH  WILMOT,  THE  OELEBBATED 
EABL  07  BOCHESXEB,  SLGFT  IK,  AT  APDEBBUBT,  THEN  UELONQINa 
TO  THB  DUKB  07  ABOYLE,  JULY  0,  17S9. 

With  no  poetic  ardour  fired, 

I  press  the  bed  where  Wilmot  lay; 
That  here  he  loved,  or  here  expired. 

Begets  po  numbers,  grave  or  gay. 
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Beneath  thy  roof,  Argyle,  are  bred. 
Such  thoughts  as  prompt  the  brave  to  lie 

Stretch'd  out  in  honour's  nobler  bed, 
Beneath  a  nobler  roof — the  sky. 

Such  flames  as  high  in  patriots  burn 
Yet  stoop  to  bless  a  child  or  wife ; 

And  such  as  wicked  kings  may  mourn, 
When  freedom  is  more  dear  than  life. 


THE    CHALLENGE. 


A  COUBT  BAUiAD. 
To  the  tune  of  "  To  all  you  ladies  now  at  laud,"  &o. 

I. 

To  one  fair  lady  out  of  court. 

And  two  fair  ladies  in, 
Who  think  the  Turk  and  Pope  a  sport, 

And  wit  and  love  no  sin : 
Come,  these  soft  lines,  with  nothing  ►itiff  in. 
To  Bellenden,  Lepell,  and  Griffin. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la. 

II. 

What  passes  in  the  dark  third  row. 

And  what  behind  the  scene. 
Couches  and  crippled  chairs  I  know. 

And  garrets  hung  with  green ; 
I  know  the  swing  of  sinful  hack. 
Where  many  damsels  cry  alack. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la. 

III. 

Then  why  to  courts  should  I  repair, 

Where's  such  ado  with  Townshend? 
To  hear  each  mortal  stamp  and  swear, 
_  And  every  speech  with  zounds  end ; 
To  hear  'em  rail  at  honest  Sunderland, 
And  rashly  blame  the  realm  of  Blunderland.* 
With  a  fa,  la,  la. 

•  Ireland. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

Alas !  like  Schutz  I  cannot  pun. 
Like  Grafton  court  the  Germans; 

Tell  Piekenbourg  iiow  slim  she 's  grown. 
Like  Meadows  run  to  sermons ; 

To  court  ambitious  men  may  roam. 

But  I  and  Marlbro'  stay  at  home. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la. 

V. 

In  truth,  by  what  I  can  discern, 
Of  courtiers,  'twixt  you  three. 

Some  wit  you  have,  and  more  may  learn 
From  court,  than  Gay  or  me  : 

Perhaps,  in  time,  you  '11  leave  high  diet. 

To  sup  with  us  on  milk  and  quiet. 
With  a  fa,  Ja,  la. 

VI. 

At  Leicester-Fields,  a  house  full  high. 
With  door  all  painted  green, 

Where  ribbons  wave  upon  the  tie 
(A  milliner  I  mean;) 

There  may  you  meet  us  three  to  three. 

For  Gay  can  well  make  two  of  me. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la. 

vn. 

And  thus,  fair  maids,  my  ballad  ends ; 

God  send  the  king  safe  landing ; 
And  make  all  honest  ladies  friends 

To  armies  that  are  standing ; 
Preserve  the  limits  of  those  nations, 
And  take  off  ladies'  limitations. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la. 
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THE  THREE  GENTLE  SHEPHERDS. 

Os-  gentle  Philips  will  I  ever  sing, 

TV  iZu.  f^ciit^iu  X  iuiipo  Bu&ii  tiio  vaiie^a  Jrlug  j 

My  numbers  too  for  ever  wiil  I  vary, 

With  pntle  Budgell,  and  with  gentle  Carey. 

Or  if  in  ranging  of  the  names  I  judge  ill, 

With  gentle  Carey,  and  with  gentle  Budgell : 
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Oh  I  may  all  gentle  bards  together  placo  ye. 
Men  of  good  hearts,  and  men  of  delicacy. 
May  satire  ne'er  befool  ye  or  beknave  ye, 
And  from  all  wits  that  have  a  knack,  oh  save  ye. 


VERSES  TO  DR  BOLTOIT, 

IN  THE  NAME  OF  MRS  BDTI-EE's  SPIRIT,  LATELY  DECEASED. 

arBiPp'D  to  the  naked  soul,  escaped  from  clay, 
From  doubts  unfetter'd,  and  dissolved  in  day  • 
Unwarm'd  by  vanity,  unreach'd  l^  strife,        ' 
And  all  my  hopes  and  fears  thrown  off  with  life: 
Why  am  I  charm'd  by  friendship's  fond  eseaj-s, 
And  though  unbodied,  conscious  m°  thy  praise: 
Has  pride  a  portion  in  the  partef!  soul  ? 
Does  passion  still  the  firmless  irind  control? 
Can  gratitude  out-pant  the  silent  breath  ? 
Or  a  friend's  sorrow  pierce  the  gloom  of  death  f 
Is  0— 'tis  a  spirit's  nobler  task  of  bliss ; 
That  feels  the  worth  it  left,  in  proofs  like  this: 
That  not  its  own  applause,  but  thine  approves. 
Whose  practice  praises,  and  whose  virtue  loves ; 
Who  liv'tit  to  crown  departed  friends  with  fame ; 
Then  dying,  late,  shalt  all  thou  gav'et  reclaim. 


1740. 

A  FRAGMENT  OF  A  POEM. 

O  WRETCHED  B 1  jcalous  now  of  all. 

What  god,  what  mortal,  shall  prevent  thy  fa^!  ? 
Turn,  turn  thy  eyes  from  wicked  men  in  place. 
And  see  what  succour  from  the  patriot  race. 

C ,  his  own  proud  dupe,  thinks  monarchs  things 

Made  just  for  him,  as  other  fools  for  kings ; 
Controls,  decides,  insults  thee  every  hour. 
And  antidatca  the  hatred  due  to  sewer. 

Through  clouds  of  passion  P— l-'s  views  are  clear. 
He  foams  a  patriot  to  subside  a  peer; 
Impatient  sees  his  country  bought  and  sold. 
Condemns  the  market  whei-e  he  takes  no  gold. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

Grave,  righteous  S jogs  on,  till,  past  belief, 

He  finds  himself  companion  with  a  thief. 

To  purge  and  let  thee  blood,  with  fire  and  sword. 
Is  all  the  help  stern  S would  afford. 

That  those  who  bind  and  rob  thee,  would  not  kill, 
Good  C hopes,  and  candidly  sits  still. 

Of  Ch B  W who  speaks  at  all, 

Ko  more  than  of  Sir  Harry  or  Sir  Paul? 

Whose  names  once  up,  they  thought  it  was  not  wrong 

To  lie  in  bed,  but  sure  they  lay  too  long. 

G- — ^r,  C ^m,  B 1,  pay  thee  due  regards. 

Unless  the  ladies  bid  them  mind  their  cards. 

with  wit  that  must 

And  C d,  who  speaks  so  well,  and  writes. 

Whom  (saving  W.)  every  S.  harper  bites. 

must  needs 
Whose  wit  and  equally  provoke  one. 

Finds  thee,  at  best,  the  butt  to  crack  his  joke  on. 

As  for  the  rest,  each  winter  up  they  run. 
And  all  are  clear,  that  something  must  be  done. 

Then  urged  by  C 1,  or  by  C 1  stopp'd. 

Inflamed  by  P ,  and  by  P dropp'd ; 

They  follow  reverently  each  wondrous  wight, 
Amazed  that  one  can  read,  that  one  can  write : 
So  geese  to  gander  prone  obedience  keep. 
Hiss  if  he  hiss,  and  if  he  slumber,  sleep. 
Till  having  done  whate'er  was  tit  or  fine, 
TJtter'd  a  speech,  and  ask'd  their  friends  to  dine ; 
Each  hurries  back  to  his  paternal  ground. 
Content  but  for  five  shillings  in  the  pound; 
Yearly  defeated,  yearly  hopes  they  give. 
And  all  agree,  Sir  Robert  cannot  live. 

Kise,  rise  great  W ,  fated  to  appear, 

Spite  of  thyself,  a  glorious  minister ! 

Speak  the  loud  language  princes 

And  treat  with  half  the 

At  length  to  B kind,  as  to  thy .... 

Espouse  the  nation,  you ^ 

What  can  thy  H  ..... 

Dress  in  Dutch 

Though  still  he  travels  on  no  bad  pretence. 
To  shew 

Or  those  foul  copies  of  thy  face  and  tongue, 

Veracious  W and  frontlesa  Young : 

Sagacious  Bub,  so  late  a  friend,  and  there 

So  late  a  foe,  yet  more  sagacious  H f 

Hervey  and  Hervey's  school,  F ,  H ^y,  II ^n, 

Yea,  moral  Ebor,  or  religious  Winton. 
How  I  what  can  0 w,  what  can  D •, 
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The  ■Wisdom  of  the  one  and  other  chair, 

N laugh,  or  D- — 's  eager 

Or  thy  dread  truncheoa,  M/s  mighty  peer! 

What  help  from  J 's  opiates  canst  thou  draw, 

Or  H k's  quibbles  voted  into  law  ? 

C,  that  Boman  in  his  nose  alone, 

Who  hears  all  causes,  B ,  but  thy  oini, 

Or  those  proud  fools  whom  nature,  rank,  and  fate 
Made  fit  companions  for  the  sword  of  state. 

Can  the  light  packhorse,  or  the  heavy  steer. 
The  sowzing  prelate,  or  the  sweating  peer. 
Drag  out  with  all  its  dirt  and  all  its  weight, 
The  lumbering  carriage  of  thy  broken  state  ? 
Alas  1  the  people  curse,  the  carman  swears, 
The  drivers  quarrel,  and  the  master  stares. 

The  plague  is  on  thee,  Britain,  and  who  triea 
To  save  thee  in  the  infectious  office  dies. 

The  first  firm  P y  soon  resign'd  his  breath, 

Brave  S w  loved  thee,  and  was  lied  to  death. 

Good  M— m — t's  fate  tore  P th  from  thy  side, 

And  thy  last  sigh  was  heard  when  W m  died. 

Thy  nobles  si— a,  thy  se— s  bought  with  gold. 
Thy  clergy  pequred,  thy  whole  people  sold. 

An  atheist  \^  a©  ""s  ad 

Blotch  thee  all  o'er,  and  sink  .... 

Alas !  on  one  alone  our  all  relies, 
Let  him  be  honest,  and  he  must  be  wise ; 
Let  him  no  trifier  from  his  school. 

Nor  like  his still  a  ,  .  .  . 

Be  but  a  man  I  unminister'd,  alone, 

And  free  at  once  the  senate  and  the  throne : 

Esteem  the  public  love  his  best  supply, 

A  0*B  true  glory  his  integrity; 

Eich  with  his  ...  .  in  his  .  .  .  strong, 

Affect  no  conquest,  but  endure  no  wrong. 

Whatever  his  religion  or  his  blood, 

His  public  virtue  makes  his  title  good. 

Europe's  just  balance  and  our  own  may  stand. 

And  one  man's  honesty  redeem  the  land. 


iZiCSSLTASl^OVS. 
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UNBa  o^r  BKOEivnra  fbou  thb 

■^.T.  HON.  THE  LADY  FRANCES  SHIRLEY 

A  STAiroiSH  AND  TWO  PENS. 

Yes,  I  beheld  the  Athenian  queen 
Descend  in  all  her  sober  charms; 

"  And  take,"  she  said,  and  smiled  serene 
"  Take  at  this  hand  celestial  arms : 

*'  Secure  the  radiant  weapons  wield  ; 

This  golden  lance  shall  guard  desert, 
And  if  a  vice  dares  keep  the  field. 

This  steel  shall  stab  it  to  the  heart," 

Awed,  on  my  bended  knees  I  fell. 
Received  the  weapons  of  the  sky ; 

And  dipt  them  in  the  sable  well, 
The  font  of  fame  or  infamy. 

"  What  well  ?  what  weapon  ?"  Flavia  cries ; 

"  A  standiah,  steel,  and  golden  pen  I 
It  came  from  Bertrand's,  not  the  skies ; 

I  gave  it  you  to  write  again. 

'*  But,  friend,  take  heed  whom  you  attack; 

You  '11  bring  a  house,  (I  mean  of  peers,) 
Red,  blue,  and  green,  nay,  white  and  black, 

L and  all  about  your  ears. 

"  You  'd  write  as  smooth  again  on  glass. 

And  run,  on  ivory,  so  glib, 
As  not  to  stick  at  fool  or  ass. 

Nor  stop  at  flattery  or  fib. 

"  Athenian  queen !  and  sober  charmg  I 
I  tell  ye,  fool,  there's  nothing  in'f: 

'Tis  Venus,  Venus  gives  these  arms; 
In  Dryden's  Virgil  see  the  print. 

"  Come,  if  you'll  be  a  quiet  soul, 
That  dares  tell  neither  truth  nor  lies, 

I  '11  list  you  in  the  harmless  roll 
Of  those  that  sing  of  these  poor  eyes." 
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rOFE'S  FOEUS. 


TO 

THE  AUTH03  OP  A  POEM  ENTITLED 
"  SUCCESSIO;* 

[elkanah  settle.] 

Bkqonb,  ye  critics  I  and  restrain  your  spite, 

Codrus  writes  on,  and  will  for  ever  write  : 

The  heaviest  muse  the  swiftest  course  has  gone, 

As  clocks  run  fastest  when  most  lead  is  on. 

What  though  no  hees  around  your  cradle  flew, 

Kor  on  your  lips  distili'd  their  golden  dew  1 

Yet  have  we  oft  disco ver'd  in  their  stead 

A  swarm  of  drones  that  buzz'd  about  your  head. 

When  youj  like  Orpheus,  strike  the  warbling  lyre, 

Attentive  blocks  stand  round  you  and  admire. 

Wit  pass'd  through  thee  no  longer  is  the  same. 

As  meat  digested  takes  a  different  name  ; 

But  sense  must  sure  thy  safest  plunder  be. 

Since  no  reprisals  can  be  made  on  thee. 

Thus  thou  mayst  rise,  and  in  thy  daring  flight 

(Though  ne'er  so  weighty)  reach  a  wondrous  height : 

So  forced  from  engines,  lead  itself  can  fly. 

And  ponderous  slugs  move  nimbly  through  the  sky. 

Sure  Bavius  copied  Msevius  to  the  full. 

And  Chcerilus  taught  Codrus  to  be  dull; 

Therefore,  dear  friend,  at  my  advice  give  o'er 

This  needless  labour;  and  contend  no  more 

To  prove  a  dull  succession  to  be  true. 

Since  'tis  enough  wo  find  it  so  in  you. 


IHa  END. 


